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Matthew prior is one of those that hav« 
burst out from an obscure original to ^reat emi- 
nence. . He was born July 21, 16G4, according^ 
to some at Wmbimie in Dorsetshire, of I know 
not what parents ; others saj that he was tha 
son of a Joiner of London : he was perhaps wil- 
ling enough to leave his birth unsettled ♦, in 

• The difiiculty of settling Prior's birth-place Is great. In 
the register of his College he is called, at his admisston by the 
President, MntthetD Pi-ioi\vi Whtbut-n in JUiddtesex; by 
himself next day, Mntthew PiHor of Dorsetshire^ in which 
county, not in Middlesex, Wivborn^ or JVinbome^ as it 
stands in the Villa rc^ is found. When he stood candidate 
for his fellowship, live years afterwards, he was registered 
agila by hitnsett as of Middtcses. The last record ought 
to be preferred, because it was made upon oath. It is observ- 
able, that as a native of Winborm',, he is styled FUius 
(rrorgii Prior^ uemroii ; not confidently witl^tlic common 
account of the meatineits of his birth. Dr. J. 
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hope, like Don Quixote, that the higtorian of 
his actions might find him some ilhistribiis al- 
liance. 

He is supposed to have fallen, hy his father^s 
death, into the hands of his uncle, a Tintner * 
near Charing-cross, who sei^t him for some time 
to Dr. Busbj, at Westminster ; but, not intend- 
iog to give him any education beyond that of the 
school, took him, when he was well advanced in 
literature, to his own house, where the earl of 
Dorset, celebrated for patronage of genius, found 
him by chance, as Burnet relates, reading Ho- 
race, and was so well pleased with his profi- 
ciency, that he undertook the care and cost of his 
academical education. 

He entered his name in St. John's College at 
Cambridge in 1682, in his eighteenth years 
and it may be reasonably supposed that he was 
distinguished among his contemporaries. He be- 
came a bachelor, as is usual, in Ibnr years f s 
and two years afterwards wrote the poem on the 
Deity J which stands first in his volume. 

It is the established practice of that College, 
to send every year to the earl of Bxeter some 
poems upon sacred subjects, 'in acknowledgment 
of a benefaction enjoyed by them from the bounCy 

* Samuel Prior kept the Riunmer Tavern near Charing-crosa 
in i68;. The annual feast of the noUlity and eentrv living in 
the parish of St. Martin in die Fields was held at his house, 
Oct. 14, that year« N. 

t He was admkted to bis Bachelors degree la 1686, and ts 
His Master's, by mudate, ia 1700; 
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•f iiif ueeitor. tkk tiUt oecanon wefe fliote 
venes vritteo, wldcliy tfaMgh wrtliiif li «id of 
their fluoeis, aeeni to honre iwrnnmendcd Idni to 
•ome Dotioe ; for hit pntie of the 00BBteti*f nm* 
nc, ami his Unet on the fiunons picture of Seneca, 
aiM reaaoa for imaglnia^ that he was more or 
ku eoamrmmt with that foaiilj. 
•• The nae year he pvhiidied the O^ Mmm 
mdCmdr^ Jfinw?, to lidieiile Dryden't ifiM 
mi FtMer, in coiganetion with Mr. Montagne. 
There is a stoiy * of great p«iii| MflSered, and of 
tears shed, on this occasion, by Dryden, wiio 
thonglrt it hard that ^ an old man should be so 
* treated by those to whom he had always been 
< ciiiL' By tides like these is the envy, raised 
by sapmor abilities, crery day gratified t whea 
they are attadted, every one hopes to see them 
humbled : what is hoped is readily believed, and 
nbat is believed is confidently told. Dryden had 
heea mine aocostomed to hostilities, than that 
ssdi enemies should break his quiet; and if we 
can mppose him vexed, it would be hard to deny 
hiai sense enough to conceal his uneasiness. 

Tl« C^ Mmtse and CoioUry Mmue procured 
iti aatfaers more solid advantages than the plear 
tve of finetting Dryden; for they were both 
i|ieedily preferred. Montague, indeed, obtained 
the first DOtioe, with some degree of diicontent, 

* Spenoc 
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«s it seems, in Prior, who (irobsbly knew that 
his own part of the performance was the best. 
He had not, however, much season to oomplain $ 
for he came to London, and obtained snch notice, 
that (in 1691) he was sent to the Congress at 
the Hague as secretary to the embassy. In tliik 
assembly of princes and noMes, to which Europe 
has perhaps scarcely seen any tfain^ equal, Was 
formed the grand alliance against Lewisj which 
at last did not produce effects proportionate to the 
magnificence of tibe transaction. 

The conduct of Prior, in this splendid initiatioii 
into puUic business, was so pleasing to kift^ 
William, that he made him one of the gentlemeh 
of his bed-chamber ; and he is Supposed to have 
passed some of the next years in the q^uiet culti- 
vation of literature and poetry. 

The death of queen Mary (in 1695) produced 
a subject for all the writers : perhaps no funenCl 
was ever so poetically attended. Dryden, indeed, 
as a man discountenanced and deprived, was si- 
lent ; but scarcely any other maker of verses 
omitted to bring his tribute of tuneful sorrow. 
An emulation of elegy was universaL Maria's 
praise was not confined to the English language, 
but fills a great part of the MusiB AngUctma;. 

Prior» who was ,both a poet and a courtier, 
was too diligent to mi^ his opportunity of re- 
spect. Be wrote a long ode, which was pre- 



Kifed to the ki^Tf ^5 vfami it was not likelj t» 
Ae ever lead. 

In two yean he wai leoetary to another emp 
bassy at the treaty of Rjrswiek (in 1697 *) i and 
next year had the iame oifioe at the court of 
Fraiioe, where he it nid to hare been oonsidered 
vith great distiiictioD. 

As he was raie day sarveyiai^ the apartmenta 
at Yersailies, beings shown the Yietories of Lewis, 
IMiinted hy Le Bron, and asked whether the kiai^ 
of England's palace had any soch decorations { 

* The Qoponients of my Master's actions/ said 
h^» * are to be seen every where but in his own 

* hott^e.' The pictures of Le Bnin are not only 
in themselTCf sufficiently ostcntatiovs, but were 
explained by inscriptions so airogant, that Boi- 
1^ and Racpue thought it necessary to make 
them more simple. 

He was in the following year at Loo, with tli< 
king s from whom, aft^r a long audience, he car- 
ried orders to Biigiand, and upon his arriral be- 
came under-secretary of state in the earl of Jer- 
sey's office ; a post which he did not retain long, 
because Jersey was rempved ; but he iffis soon 
made commissioner of Trade. 

This year (1700) produced one of his longest 
ttd most splendid compositions, the Carmen &• 

* Hfe received, in September 1697, a present of soo guiaetf 
fiom the lords jusUoes, lor his troiftk in bringing over tMP 
kcsty of pesc^ 

P3 
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cidarCy in which he exhaasts alt his powers tX 
celebration. I mean not to accuse him of flat- 
tery : he probably thonght all that he writ, and 
retained as much veracitj as can be properly ex- 
acted from a poet professedly encomiastic. King 
William supplied copious materials for either verse 
or prose. His whole life had been action, and 
none ever denied him the replendent qualities of 
steady resolution and personal courage. He wafe 
really in Prior^s mind what he represents him in 
his verses ; he considered him as a hero, and was 
accustomed to say, that he praised others in com- 
pliance with the fashion, but 'that in celebrating 
king William he fallowed his inclination. To 
Prior gratitude would dictate praise, ¥^lch reason 
would not refuse. 

I s 

Among the advantages to arise from the fu- 
ture years of William's reign, he mentions a ^ 
delyfor useful AiiSj aiel among them 

Some that with care true eloquence shall teach. 
And to just idioms fix our doubtful speech. 
That from our writers distant realms may know 

The thanks we to pur moh<irchs owe. 
And schools profess our t(\ngue through every land. 
That has invok'd his aid or bless'd his hand. 

Tickell, in his Prospect ofPeace, has the same 
hope of a new academy : 

In happy chains our daring language bound, 
Shall sjport no more in arbitrary sound. 
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Wlietiier the similitiide of tliote passages which 
exhibit the same thought on the same occasion 
pioceeded from accident or imitation, is not easy 
to determine. Tickell might have been im- 
pressed vith his expectation by Swift's Propoaai 
for aseeriaming the EngHth Langaagej tbea 
lately published. 

In the parliament that met in 1701, he wat 
diosen representative of East Grinstead. Per- 
haps it was about this time that he changed hit 
party; for he voted for the impeachment of 
those lords who had persuaded the king to the 
Partition-treaty, a trea^ in which he had him<* 
self been ministerially employed. 

A great part of ^een Anne's reign was a time 
of war, in which there was little employment for 
negotiators, and Prior had therefore leisure to 
make or to polish verses. When the battle of 
filenheim called forth ail the versemen. Prior, 
anumg the rest, took care to show his delight in 
the increasing hcmonr of his country by an Epistle 
toBoilean. 

He published, soon afterwards, a volume of 
poems, with the encomiastic character of his de- 
ceased patron the duke of Dorset : it began with 
the College Exercise, and ended with the N^i- 
brown Mttid* 

The battle of Ramillies soon afterwards (m 
1706) excited him to another, effort of poetry. 
On this occanon he bad fewer or less formidable 
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riralf; and it frovld be not easy to name any 
other composition produced by that event which 
is now remembered. '^ 

Every thing has its day. Through the reigna 
of William and Anne no prosperous event passed 
undignified by poetry. In the last war, when 
France was disgraced and overpowered in every 
quarter of the globe, when Spain,' coming to her 
assistance, only shared her calamities, and thf 
name of an Englishman was reverenced through 
Europe, no poet was heard amidst the general 
acclamation $ the fame of onr counsellors and he^ 
roes was intrusted to the Gasetteer. 

The nation in time grew weary of the war, and 
the Queen grew weary 'of her ministers. The 
war was burdensome, and the ministers were inso- 
lent. Harley and his friends began to hope €hat 
they might, by driving the Whigs from couiBt and 
" from power, gratify at once the queen and tha 
people. There was now a call for writers, who 
might convey intelligence of past abuses, and 
show the waste of public money, the unreasonable 
C^ndud of the Allies^ the avarice of generals, the 
tyranny of minions, and the general danger of 
approaching ruin. 

^ For this purpose a paper called the Exmnbur 
was periodically published, written, as it happen* 
ed, by any wit of the party, and sometimes as it 
•aid by Mrs. Manley. Some are owned by Swift i 
^aA one, in ridicule of Garth*t verses to Godal<| 
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1^ iq^ tbe 1<M8 of hit pUne, wm ivrittea by 
Aior, and awwered by Addiaoo, who appean ^ 
ba^e loMim the author either by coiQectan or 
BtelUgCBee. 

The Tories^ who* were now im power, were itt 
haste to end the war i and Prior, beni|; recalled 
(1710) to his fdmner employment of maUn^ ^ 
trmties, was seat (JnJy 1711) privately to Parit 
with propositions of peace. He was remembered 
at tbe Frendk court ; and retanmi^ in aboat a 
moatb, broogrht with him the Abbe Ganltier, and 
M. Mesnager, a minister from France, invested 
with tall pow^s. 

This transactioa not beins* avowed, Macfcay^ 
the master of the Dorer packet-boat, eilher cea* 
loosiy or olfidoiuly, seised Prior and his asso^ 
ciates at Canterbmry. It is easily supposed that 
they were soon released. 

The negodatiott was begun at Prior's house, 
where the Queen's ministers met Mesuager (Sep*- 
tember 20, 1711) and entered privately upon the 
great business. The importance of Prior appears 
from the mention made of him by St. John in his 
letter to the Queen. 

* My Lord Treasurer moved, and all my Lords 

* were of the same opinion, that Mr. Prior should 

* be added to those who are empowered to sign % 
' the reason for which is, because he having per* 

* sonally treated with Monsieur de Torcy^ is the 

* best witness we can produce of the sense in 
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*' which the gcmeral preliminary en g ag e ment! 

* are entered into : besides which, as he is the 

* best yersed in matters of trade of all jonr ma- 
' jesty's servants, who have been trasted in this 

* secret, if you shall think fit to employ him ia 

* the future treaty of commerce, it will be of 

* consequence that he has been a party con- 

* cenied Jn concluding that oonventioD, which 
' mast be the rule of this treaty.' 

The assembly of this important night was ia 
some degree clandestine, the design of treating 
not being yet openly declared, and, when th^ 
Whigs retiuned to power, was aggrarated to a 
charge of high treascm ; though, as Prior remarks 
in his imperfect answer to the report of the Com* 
mittee of Secrecy^ no treaty ever was made with- 
out private interviews and preliminary discussions. 

My business is not the history of the peace* 
but the life of Prior. The conferences began at 
Utrecht on the first of January (1711-12), and 
the English plenipotentiaries arrived on the tf^ 
teenth. The ministers of the difierent potentates 
conferred and conferred % but the peace advanced 
so slowly, that speedier methods were found ne- 
cessary } and Bolingbroke was sent to Paris to 
adjust differences with less formality ; Prior either 
accompanied him or followed him ; and after his 
departure bad the appointments and authority of 
an ambassador, though no public character. 
. By some mistake of the Queen's orders the court 
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•f Fnnee had been 6kgmttd i and BelBaiflmkm 
n/t in hb letter, « Dcur Mat, hide the naked*. 
*' aeis of thy omntry, and gkwe the bett turn thj 

* fotile bnm wiU fnraiih thee with to the blaa* 
' den of thy ooontiTBeii, who aie not laadi 
' better poUtidaiis than ifae Fvench are poetf .' 

Soom after, the duke of Shiewibarj vent cm m 
fofaud embassy to Pam. It it reliSted by Boyer, 
that the intcntioa was to hare joined Pirior in the 
eomndsiion, but that Sfarewsbiory refused to be 
aHodatedwith a man so meanly bom. Prior, 
therefinv, eontinned toact witfaont a title till the 
difceretnraed next year to Knglaari, and then he 
asmmed the style and di^ty of ambassador. 

Bat, while he continued in appearanee e private 
nan, be was treated with oonfideaoe by Lewis, 
who sent him with a letter to the QnecB, written 
ID finronr of the elector of Bavaria. * I shall 

* expect,' says he, * with impatienee, the re* 

* torn of Mr. Prior, whose oondoet is very agpive* 

* able to me.' And while the duke of Shrews* 
buy was still at Paris, BoUnirlnroke wrote to 
Prior thus : ' Monsieur de Torpy has a conll- 
' denoe in yon $ make use of it, once for all, upon 
' this occasion^ and convince him thoroe^hly, that 

* we must give a dilTerent turn to our pariiament 
' and our people, according to their resolution 

* at this crisis.' 

Prior's public dignity and splendour com« 
aeMtdm Avgnst 17 13, Md eontimcd tUl the 
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Avgust fbUoving ; but I am afiraid that, accont- 
ing to the usual fate of greatness, it was attended 
with some perplexities and mortifications. He 
had not all that is customarily given to ambassa- 
dors: he hints to the Queen, in an imperfect 
poem, that he had no service of plate ; and it 
appeared, by the debts which he contracted, that 
his remittances were not punctually made. 

On the first of August 17 14, ensued the down* 
fal of the Tories, and the degradation of Prior. 
He was recalled, but wzis not able to return, be- 
ing detained by the debts which h6 had found it 
necessary to contract, and which w^Pe not dis- 
charged before March, though his old friend 
Montague was now at the head of the treasury. 

He returned then as soon as he could, and wa« 
welcome^ on the 25 th of March by a warrant, but 
was, however, suffered to live in his own house, 
under the custody of the messenger, till he was 
examined before a committee of the Privy Coun- 
cil, of which Mr. Walpole was chairman, and 
I<ord Coningsby, Mr. Stanhope, and Mr. Lech- 
mere, were the principal interrogators | who, in 
this examination, of which there is printed an 
account not uneutertaining, behaved with tile 
boisterousness of men elated by recent authority. 
They are represented as asking questions some- 
times vague, sometimes insidious, and writing an- 
swers different from those which they received. 
Priof , however, seems to have been overpowered 
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^j their turbulence; for he confewes that be 
Hgned what, if he had ever come before a legal 
jodicatore, he should bare ooatiadicted or ez- 
plamed away. The oath ^rat admajileied by 
Botcawen, a Middlesex justice, who at last was 
^oiog to write his attestation on the wrong side of 
the paper. 

, They were very indnstrions to find some cbaif « 
against Oxford; and asked Prior, with great 
eamestness, wbo w^a present when the prelimi* 
vary articles were talked of or signed at his house ? 
He told them, that either the earl of Oxford or tha 
duke of Shrewsbnry was absent, but he oonld not 
remember which; an answer wbieh perplexed 
them, because it%snpplied no accusation against 
either. ' Could any thing be more absurd,* 
says be, ' or more inhuman, than to propose to 
*■ me a question, by the answering of which I 
' might, according to them, prove myself a 
' traitor? And, nptwithstanding their solemn 

* promise, that nothing whidi I could say should 
*■ hurt myself, I had no reason to trust them: 
^ for they Tiolated that promise about five hours 
*" after. However, 1 owned I was there present. 
*■ Whether this was wisely done or no, 1 Leave 

* to my friends to determine.' 

When he had «igned the paper, be was told by 
Walpole, that the conynittee were not satisfied 
with his behaviour, nor could give such an account 
•f it to the Commons as might merit favour ; and 

▼OL. !• o- 
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that they now thought a stricter confinement 
cessary than to his own house. * Here,' says he, 
' Boseawen played the moralist, and Coning^sb j 

* the christian, but both very awkwardly.' The 
messenger, in whose custody he was to be placed, 
was then cidled, and very decently asked by Co- 
ningsby, ' If his house was secured by bars and 

* bolts?' The xitessenger answered, ' No,' 
with astonishment. At which Coningsby vetj 
angrily said^ ' Sir, you must secure this prisoner ^ 
' it is for the safety of the nation : if he escape, 

* you shall answer for it.' 

They had already printed their report; and 
in this examination were endeavouring to find 
proofs.' 

He continued thus confined for some time; and 
Mr. Walpole (J^ne 10th, 1713) moved for an 
impeachment against him. What made him so 
acrimonious does not appear : he was by nature no 
thirster for blood. Prior was a week after com- 
mitted to close custody, with orders that no ' per- 
^ son should be admitted to see him without leave 

* from the S^peaker.' 

When, two years after, an Act of Grace was 
passed, he was excepted, and continued still in 
custody, which he had made less tedious by writ- 
ing his Alma. He was, however, soon after dis- 
charged. 

He had now his liberty, but he had nothing else. 
Whatever the profits of bis employments mi^ht 
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hare Ixen, he had alwaji spent it $ aad at the 

ige of fiftj*thiee was, with all his ahilitiet, in 

dan^^er of penurj, having yet no solid reTemie hut 

iiiom the fellowship of his college^ which, when 

in his exaltation he was censured for retaiaiDf it^ 

he said, he could live upon at last. ^ 

Being:, however, f^enerall j known and estecnied» 
be was encouraged to add Qther poems to those 
which he had printed, and to publish them bj 
snbscription. The expedient succeeded by the 
indostTf of many friendsy who draUated the pro- 
posals*, and the care of some, who, it n said, 
withheld the mon^jr from him lest he shouUI 
squander it. The price of the volume was twa 
guineas ; the whole collection was fonr thousand { 
to which lord Harley, the son of the earl of Ox- 
ford, to whom he had invariably adhered, added 
an equal sum for the purchase of Down-hall, which 
Prior was to enjoy during life,' and Harley after 
his decease. 

He had now, what wits and philosophers have 
often wished, the power of passing the day in con- 
templative tranquillity. But it seems that busy^ 
men seldom live long in a state of quiet. It is not 
unlikely that his health declined. He complains 
of deafness ; ' for,' says he, ' I took little care 
' of my ears while I was not sure if my head was 
* my own.' 

* Swift obtaiAed many sid)8cri|»tioiis for him in Iidaad. H. 

c2 
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Of any occarrenoes in bis Temaiiiing life I have 
found no account. In a letter to Swift, * I have,* 
•ays he, ^ treated ladj Harriot at Cambridge i 

* (a Fellow of a College treat !) and spoke versea 

* to her in a gown and cap ! What, the pleni- 
*■ potentiary, so far concerned in the damned 

* peace at Utrecht ! The man that makes up half 

* the volume of terse prose, that makes up the 
« report of the committee, speaking verses ! Sit 

* est homo atmJ* 

He died at fFimpole^ a seat of the earl of Oz« 
ford, on the ] 8 th of September, 1721, and waa 
buried in Westminster ; where, on a monument^ 
for which, as the ' last piece of human vanity,* 
he left five hundred pounds, is engraven this 
epitaph : 

Sni Temporis Historiam meditanti, 

Panlatim obrepens Febris 

Open simul & Yitae filnm abrupit, 

Sept. 18. An. Dom. 1721. ^tat. 57. 

H. S* B. 

Vir £ximi{is 

Serenissimis 

Regi GuLiELMo Regineeque MariA 

In Congressione' Foederatorum 

Hagas anno 1690 celebrata, 

Deinde Magnae Britannias Legatit 

Turn iis, 

Qui anno 1697 Pacem Rtswicki confecenuit» 
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Turn ill, 

Qm apttd Gallos aaniB proximif LegSLtUwm 

obicfmiti 

Eodem etiam anno I d97 in Hibemia 

Secbetariitb I 

Necnon in utroqoe Honoiabili consetsn 

Eoram, 

Qui anno 1700 ordinaodis Commereti w^otifo, 

Quique anno 17 J ] dingendii Portorii rebui, 

FrsBidebant, 

ComasnoirARius ; 

Postremo 

Ab Akit A 

FeliciBsimfle memoriie Re^na 

Ad LuDovicvM XIV. Galliee Regent 

Missus anno 171 1 

De Pace itabiJienda, 

(Pace etianmnm durante 

Diaque nt boni jam oranes speiant dnratora) 

Cum summa potestate Legatus. 

MATTH^US PRIOR Anniger ; 

Qui 

Hos omnes, quibus cumulatus est, Titulos 

Humanitatis, Ingenii, Ernditionis laude 

Snperavit; 

Cni enim nascenti fadles arriserant Mass* 

Hone Puemm Schpla hie Regia perpolivit i 

Juvenem in Collegio Sti. Johannis 

Cantabrigia optimis Scientiis instnixit ; 

Tirum deaiqiie auxit ; & perfecU 

• 3 



Multa cum viris Principibu^ consuetudo ; 

Ita natus, ita mstitutus, 

A Vatum Choro avelli nunquam potuit, 

Sed golebat ssepe rerum Ciyilium gravitatem 

Amcemoram Literarum Studiis condire : 

£t cum omne adeo Poetices genus 

Haud infeliciter tentaret, 

Tom in Fabellis conctDne lepideque texendii. 

Mirus Artifex 

Neminem habuit parem. 

Haec liberalis aniaii oblectamenta : 

Quam nullo lili labore constiterint, 

Facile ii perspexere, quibus usus est Amici ; 

Apud qttos Urbanitatum & Leponim plenus 

Cum ad rem, qusecunque forte inciderat, 

Apt^ yari^ copios^que altuderet, 

Interea nihil quaesitum, nihil vi expressum 

Videbatur, 

Sed omnia ultro effluere, 

£t quasi jugi ^ fonte affatim exuberare, 

Ita suos tandem dubios reliquit, 

Essetne in Scriptis, Poeta Elegantior, 

An in Convictu, Comes Jucundior^ 

Of Prior, eminent as he was, both by bis abi-« 
ilties and station, verj few memorials have been 
left hy his contemporaries ; the account, diere- 
fore, must now be destitute of his priyate cha^ 
racter and familiar practices. He lived at a time 
Sfhgn the rafi^ of partjr det^ted ftll which it was 
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anj man's interest to hide; and es little ill }• 
beard of Prior, it is certain that not much waa 
kBown. He was not afraid of provoking censure $ 
ior vhen he forsook the Whigs *, under whoso 
patronag^e he first entered the world, he became a 
Torj,^8o ardent and determinate, that he did not 
willinglj consort with men of different opinions. 
He was one of the sixteen Tories who met weeklj, 
and agreed to address each other hj the title of 
Brofher ; and seems to have adhered, not only bj 
concurrence of political designs, but bj peculiar 
affection, to the earl of Oxford and his family. 
With bow much confidence he was tmsted, hat 
been already told. 

He was, however, in Pope's f opinion, fit only 
to make yerses, and less qualified for business than 
Addison himself. This was surely said without 
consideration. Addison, exalted to a high place* 
was forced into degradation by the sense of hit 
Dvn incapacity ; Prior, who was employed by men 
rery capable of estimating his valae« having been 
.Kcretary to one embassy, had, when great abili- 
ties were again wanted, the same office another 
time ; and was, after so much experience of hia 
knowledge and dexterity, at last sent to transact a 
neg;ociation in the highest degree arduous and im- 
portant ; for which he was qualified, among other 
leqoisites, in the opinion of Bolingbroke, by his 

• Speacc. ^ Ibidk 
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kifliieiioe upon the French minister, and by ikill im 
questions of commerce aboTe other m^n. 

Of his behaviour in the lighter parts of life, it 
is too late to get much intelligence. One of his 
answers to a boastful Frenchman has been related, 
and to an impertinent he made another equally 
proper. During his embassy, he sat at the opera 
by a man, who, in his rapture, accompanied with 
his own voice the principal singer. Prior fell to 
railing at the performer with all the terms of re- 
proach that he could collect, till the Frenchman, 
ceasing from his song, began to expostulate with 
him for his harsh censure of a man who was con- 
fessedly the ornament of the stage. ' I know all 
*■ that,' says the ambassador, ' mais il chante si 
^ haut, que je ne s9aurois vous entendre.' 

In a gay French company, where every one 
sung a little song or stanza, of which the burden 
wa», ' Bannissons la Melancholic ;' when it 
came to his turn to sing, after the performance of 
a joung lady that sat next him, he produced these 
extemporary lines : 

Mais cette voix, ct ces beaux yeux, 
Font Cupidon trop dangereux, 
Et je snis triste quand je crie 
Bannissons la Melancholie. 

Tradition represents him as willing to descend 
from the dignity of the poet and statesman to the 
lew delights of mean company. His Chloe pro- 
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bablj was sometiines ideal : bat the iroman with 
wbom be cohabited was a despicable drab * of 
the lowett gpedes. One of hia wenchei, pcrfaaptf 
Chloe, while he waa abacot fiom his hoiue, stole 
his plate, and ran away ; as was related by a wo- 
man who had been his serrant. Of this propen* 
sitj to sordid converse I have seen an account s^ 
serioiislj ridiculous, that it seems to deserye in* 
lertio&f. 

*• I have been assured that Prior, after harfaig 

* spent the evening with Oxford, Bolingbroke^ 

* Pope, and Swift would go and smoke a |>ipe^ 
and drink a bottle of ale, with a common soldier 
and his wife in Long Acre, before he went to 

* bed ; not from anj remains of the lowness of 
*■ his original, as one said, but, I soppose, that 

* his faculties, 

* — Strain'd to the height, 

* In that, celestial colloquy sublime, 

* Dazzled and spent, sunk down and sought repsdr/ 

Poor Prior, why was he so strained, and in such 
tearti of repair, after a conversation with men not. 
Id the opinion of the world, much wiser than him*- 
lelf ? But such are the conceits of speculatists, who 
^rain their facttUies to find in a mine what lies 
upon the surface. 

V 

• Spcnce ; [and see Gent. Mag. tol. LVM. p. 1039.I 
4 Richardsoniana. 
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His opinions, so far as the means of jadg^ing^ are 
left us, seem to have been right ; but his life was» 
itscemsp irregular, negligent, and sensual. 



Frioa has written with great yariety, and his 
variety has made him popular. He has tried all 
t^les, from the grotesque to the soleom, and has 
not so failed in anjr as to incur derision or dis- 
grace. 

His works maj be distinctly considered as com- 
prising Tales, LoYe-versesy Occasional Poems, 
^ma, and Solomon. 

His Tales have obtained general approbation, 
being written with great familiarity and great 
•prightliness : the language is easy, but seldom 
gross, and the numbers smooth, without appear- 
ance of care. Of these Tales there are only four.. 
The Ladle i which is introduced by a Preface, 
neither necessary nor pleasing, neither grave nor 
merry. Psoiio Purgauti; which has likewise a 
Preface, but of more value than the Tale. Hans 
Carvel, not over decent; and Protogenes and 
*ApeUe9, an old story, mingled, by an affectation 
not disagreeable, with modem images. The 
Young Gentleman in Love has hardly a just claim 
to the title pf a Tale. I know not whether he be 
the origmal author of any Tale which he has given 
us. The Adventure of Hans Carvel has passed 
through many successions of merry wits ; for it is 



urm OF MATTBCvr nuos« 23 

to be fonnd in Ariosto's Satires, and is perhapi 

jet older. But the merit of such stories is the 

art of telling them. 
In his Amorous Effusions he is less happy ; for 

they are not dictated by nature or by passion, and 

lia?e neither gallantry nor tenderness. They 

hare th*e coldness of Cowley, without his wit, the 

dull exercises of a skilful versifier, resolved at all 

adventurers to write something about Chloe, and 

trying to be amorous by dint of ytndy. His fio- 

tions therefore are mythological. Tenus, after 

the example of the Greek Epigram, asks whea 

she was seen naked and bathing. Then Cupid i^ 

fmstaken^ then Cupid is disarmed; then he loset> 

his darts to Ganymede ; then Jiy^iter sends him a 

summons by Mercury, Then Chloe goes a-hunt^ 

ing with an ivory quiver graceful at her tide ; 

Diana mistakes her for one of her nymphs, any> 

Cupid laughs at the blunder. All this is tureld 

despicable ; and even when he tries to act the 

lover, without the help of gods or goddesses, hi» 

thoughts are unaflfecting or remote. He talki. 

not '' like a man of this world.*' 

The greatest of all his amorous essays is Henry> 
and Ernma ; a dull and tedious dialogue, which 
excites neither esteem for the man, nor tcinder-^ 
ness for the woman. The example of Emma, 
who resolves to follow an outlsrwed murderer 
wherever fear and guilt shall drive him, deserves 
no imitation $ and tbi experiment by whicK 
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JSieiirj tries the lady's constancj, is such as mnst 
end either ia infamjr to her, or ia disappointment 
to himself. 

His occasional Poems necessarily lost part of 
ibeir ralue, as their occasions, beings less remem- 
bered, raised less emotion. Some of them, how- 
ever, are presenred bj their inherent exeellenoe. 
The burlesi^ae of Boileau^s Ode on Namiir has, 
in some parts, such airiness and levity as will al- 
ways procure it readers, eren among those who 
cannot compare it with the original. The Epistle 
to Boileau is not so happy. The Poems to the 
King are now penised only by young students, 
who read merely that they, may leani to write } 
and of the Carmen SecularCj I cannot but susp^t 
that I might praise or censure it by caprice, 
without danger of detection ; for who can be sup- 
posed to have laboured through it? Yet the 
time has been when this neglected work was so 
popular, that it was translated into Latin by no 
common master. 

His Poem on the battle of Ramillies is necessa* 
rily tedious by the form of the stanza : an uniform 
mass of ten lines thirty-fives repeated, faicon- 
sequential and slightly connected, must weary both 
the ear and the understanding. ' His imitation of 
Spenser, which consists principally in f ween and 
Iweel^ without exclusion of later modes of speech, 
makes his poem neither ancient nor modern, ^lis 
aioaition of Mart and Bellona^ and his comparisoa 



idUarlhonfigh to the Eagle ttat bean tlie Amk- 
det of Jiqaiter J are all paerile and nnaffectiai^ : 
Mai yet more despicable is the lone: tale told bj 
Lmis in his despair, of BnUe and Trtjgfnovantef 
and Ihe teeth of (Mrmt^ with his siBuiies of the 
raven and eagle and wolf and lion. By the help 
of such easy fictions, and valgar topics, without 
aoqnaintaiice with life, and without knowledge of 
art or nature, a poem of any length, oold and life- 
less like this, may be easily written on«any sul^ 
ject. 

In his Epilogues to itedhi and to /^kcuis, he 
is Tery happily &oetioasf but in the Prologue 
before the Qnleen, the pedant has found his way, 
with Minerva, Perseus, and Andromeda. 

His Epigrams and lighter pieces are, like those 
of others, smnetimes elegant, sometimes trifliog, 
and sometimes doll ; - amoi^ the best are the Ca* 
me&Ms, and the epitaph on John and Joan. 

Scarcely any one of our Poets has written so 
much, and translated so little : the version of Cal- 
limadius is sufficiently licentious ; the paraphrase 
on St. Paulas Exhortation to Charity ia eminently 
beautiful. 

Jlwta is written in professed imitation of Hu- 
dibms, and has at least one acddental resem- 
blance : Hodibns wants a plan, because it is left 
imperfect : Alma is hnperfect, because it seems 
never to have had a plan. Prior appears not to 
have proposed to hhnielf any drift or design, but 

VOL. I. B 
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to bave writlen tlie carnal dktafiet ot tibe present 
momtiit* 

What Horace said when he imitated LneiliiiSy 
mil^ht be said of Butler bj Prior, his nuraben 
were not smooth or neat: Prior excelled Mm in 
▼ersification; but he was, likeHomoe, mveniore 
numfrf he had not Butler's exuberance of matter 
and variety of illustration. The spani^les of wit 
which he could afford, he knew how to polish $ 
but he wanted the bullion of his master. Butler 
pours out a negligent profusion, certain of th« 
weight, but careless of the stamp. Prior has 
comparattrely little, but with that little he makes 
a fine show. Alma has many admirers, and was 
the only piece among Prior's works of which Pope 
•aid that he should wish to be the author. 

Salomon is the work to which he entrusted the 
protection of his name, and which he expected 
iucceeding ages to regard with veneration. His 
affection was natural; it had undoubtedly been 
written with great labour; and who is willing to 
think that he has been labouring in vain ? He 
had infused into it much knowledge and much 
thought; had often polished it to elegance, often 
dignified it with splendour, and sometimes height- 
ened it to sublimity: he perceived in it many 
excellencies, and did not discover that it wanted 
that without which all others are of tmaU 
avail, the powerof engaging atleiittoB and «Uniiv 
carioti^* 
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IVdiooflieM is tlie noit fiital of all fSraltti 
lei^lil^eiioet or enon are unf le and local, Imt 
tedionmeas pervades the whole; other Ikiilts are 
seosnred and forgotteiiy hot the power of tedious* 
pets propai^ates itself. He that is wearj the first 
hour, is more weary the second; as bodies forced 
lato motion, contrary to their tendency, paM mora 
and more slowly through eyexy snocessiTe ii 
of space. 

UnhappQy this peniiciotts failure is that 
an author is least able to discorer. We are seldom 
tiresome to ourseWes ; and the act of composition 
tUls and delig^hts the*mind with change of language 
and succession of images; crery couplet when 
produced is new, and noTelty is the great source 
of pleasure. Pertiaps no man ever thought a line 
superfiaotts when he first wrote it, or contracted 
his work till his ebullitions of lUTention had sub- 
sided. And even if he should controul his desira 
of immediate renowq, and keep his work nine years 
unpublished, he will be still the author, and still 
in danger of deceiving himself: and if he consults 
his friends, he will probably find men who have 
more kindness than judgment, or more fear to 
offend than desire to instruct. 

The tediousness of this poem proceeds not from 
the uniformity of the subject, for it is suiBcientiy 
diversified, but from the continued tenour of the 
narration ; in which Solombn relates the successive 
vicissitudes of his own mind, without the interven- 
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tion of any other speaker, or the mention of an j 
other agent, imlefs it be Abra; the reader is ODi;f 
to learn what be thought, and to be told that h§ 
thought wrong. The event of erery experiaaeDt 
is foreseen, and therefore the process is not mucb 
legarded. 

Yet the work is fkr from deserv:|jig to be ne* 
glected. He that shall peruse it will be able to 
mark manj passages to which he may recur for 
iastfttction or delights man/ from which tha 
poet may learn to write, and the philosopher to 
reason. 

If Prior*8 poetry be generally considered, his 
praise will be that of correctness and industry, ra- 
ther than of compass of comprehension, or actiyity 
of fancy. He never made any eflbrt of inyefttion : 
his greater pieces are only tissues of common 
thoughts ; and his smaller, which consist of light 
images or -single conceits, are not always his own. 
1 hare traced him among the French Epigram- 
matists, and have been informed that he poached 
for prey among obscure authors. The Thief and 
Cordelier is, I suppose, generally considered as an 
original production f with how much justice this 
Epigram may tell, which was written by Georgius 
Sabinus, a poet now little known or read, though 
once the friend of Luther and Melancthon: 

De Sacerdote Furem cohsolante. 

Quidam sacrificus furem comitatus euntem 
Hue ubi dat spates camifidana nsci» 
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NeiismoestiM ait; suinini conTiva Tonantit 
Jam cum ceUdbns, (si modo credit) eris. 

Ule gemensy u Ten mihi toUtia praebes, 
Hotpes apud superos sis meus oro, refert. 

Sacrificus contra; mihi non convivia fas est • 
Ducere, jejimatis hac edo luce nihil. 

- What he has valuable he owes to his dilii^enot 
and his judgment. His diligence hat justly 
placed him amongst the most correct of the Eng- 
lish poets; and he was one of the first that reso- 
latelj endeaTOured at correctness. He never sa- 
crifices accuracy to haste, nor indulges himself in 
contemptuous negligence, or impatient idleness ; he 
has no careless lines, or entangled sentiments : his 
words are nicely selected, and his thoughts fully 
expanded. If this part of his character suffers 
any abatement, it must be from the disproportion 
of his rhymes, which have not always sufficient 
consonance, and from the admission of broken 
lines into his Solomon; but perhaps he thought, 
.like Cowley, that hemisticbs ought to be admitted 
into heroic poetry. 

He had apparently such rectitude of judgment 
at secured him from every thing that approached 
^ to the ridiculous or absurd ; but as laws operate 
in^dvil agency not to the excitement of virtue, 
bat the repression of wickedness, so judgment in 
the operations of intellect can hinder faults, but 
not produce excellence. Prior is never low, nor 
.9erj often aublime* It is said by IiOiigimiB of 

d3 
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Euripides, that he forces himself sometimes into 
grandeur by violence of effort, as the lion kindles 
his fury by the lashes of his own tail. Whatever 
Prior obtains above mediocrity seems the effort of 
strugg^le and of toil. He has many vigorous but 
few happy lines ; he has every thing by purchase, 
and nothing by gift; he had no ntghtly ^isUoHont 
of the Muse, no infusions of sentiment or felicities 
of fancy. 

His diction, however, is more his own than that 
of any among the successors of Dryden ; he bor- 
rows no lucky turns, or commodious modes of lan- 
guage, from his predecessors. His phrases ar« 
original, but they are sometimes harsh ; as he im- 
herited no elegancies, none has he bequeathed. 
His expression has every mark of laborious studjr : 
the line seldom seems to have been formed at 
once; the words did not come till they were called, 
and yftxe then put by constraint into their places, 
where they do their duty, but do it sullenly. In 
his greater compositions there may be found more 
rigid stateliness than graceful dignity. 

Of versification he was not negligent t what he 
received from Dryden he did not lose ; neither did 
he increase the difficulty of writing by unnecessary 
severity, but uses Triplets and Alexandrines with- 
out scruple. In his preface to Solomon he pro- 
poses some improvements, by extending the sense 
from one couplet to another, with variety of 
lauses. This h« has attempted, btti withoit 
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wccemi his int^rrapted lines are mipleasiiigpy and 
iris sense as less distinct is less striking. 

He has altered the Stanza of Spenser, as a 
house is altered by bnilding another in its place 
of a different form. With how little resemblance 
he has formed his new Stanza to that of hii 
avuter, these specimens will show : 

SPENSER. , 

She flying fast from heaven's hated face. 
And from the virorld that her discovered widti 
Fled to the wasteful wilderness apace, 
From living eyes her open shame to hide. 
And lurk*d in rocks and caves long unespy'd. 
But that feir crew of knights, and Una fair, 
Did in that castle afterwards abide, 
To rest themselves, and weary powers repair, 
Where store they found of all, that dainty was 
and rare. 

PRIOR. 

To the close rock the frighted raven flies, 
$oon as the rising eagle cuts the air: 
The shaggy wolf unseen and trembling lies, 
When the hoarse roar proclaims the Uon near. 
Ill starr'd did we our forts and lines forsake. 
To dare our British foes to open fight : 
Our conquest we by stratagem should make : 
Onr triumph had been founded In our flight. 
'TIS ours, by craft and by surprise to gain ; 
Til theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in (he plain. 
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By this new stmeftire ofliis lines he has aToided 
difficulties i nor am I sure that he has lost any of. 
the power of pleasini; ; hut he no longer imitates 
Spenser. 

Some of his poems are written without regola- 
lity of measures ; for, when be commenced poet, 
he had not recovered from our Pindaric infatuation ; 
hut he probably lived to be convinced, that the 
essence of verse is order and consonance. 

His numbers are such as mere diligence may 
attain ; they seldom offend the ear, and seldom 
tooth it; they commonly want airiness, lightness, 
and facility: what is smooth, is not soft. His' 
verses always roll, but they seldom flow. 

A survey of the life and writings of Prior may 
exemplify a sentence which he doubtless under- 
stood well, when he read Horace at his uncle's; 
' The vessel long retains the scent which it first 
* receives.' In his private relaxation he revived 
the tavern, and in his amorous pedantry he exhibited 
the college. But on higher occasions and nobler 
•ubjects, when habit was overpowered by the ne- 
cessity of reflection, he wanted not wisdom as a 
iCatesmaOi or elegance as a poet. 



TO THE BlfiBT HONOURABUI 

LIONEL, 

EARL OF DORSKT AXD HIDm^EX. 



It look* fike DO great compUment to jaat Iiord- 
ihip that I prefix jour aaine to this Epistle, when, 
ia the Prelhoet I declare tl^ book is publishecl 
almost afaiDsl mj iacliiiatk>]i. But in all cases, 
mj Lord, jon hare an hereditary rig^ht to what- 
erer may be caUed mine. Many of the foliowiD^ 
pieces were written by the command of yoor ex- 
cellent fiitfaer, and most of the rest imder his pn>- 
tcctioa and patronai^. 

The particnlar felicity of your birth, my Lord, 
the natural endowment of your mind, which, with- 
ont luspicioB of flattery, I may tell yon are very 
sreat ; the good education with which these parts 
hs?e been improved, and your coming into the 
world and seeing men very eariy, make os expect 
from your Lordship all the good which our hopes 
eni form in &Tour of a young nobleman. Tu 
MarceUua eHs^ — our eyes and our hearts are 
tumid en yon. Yon musi be a judge and master 
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of polite learning, a friend and patron to men of 
letters and merit, a faithfal and able counsellor to 
^our prince, a true patriot to your country, an or« 
nament and honour to the titles you possess, and, 
in one word, a worthy son to the great Earl of 
Dorset. 

It is as impossible to mention that name with- 
out desiring to commend the person, as it it to 
give him the commendations which his Tirtues de- 
served. But I assure myself, the most agreeable 
compliment I can bring your Lordship, is to pay 
a grateful respect to your father^s memory : and 
my own obligations to him were such, that the 
world must pardon my endeavouring at his cha- 
racter, however I may miscarry in the attempt. 
• A thousand ornaments and graces met in the 
composition of this g^eat man, and contributed to 
make him universally beloved and esteemed. The 
figure of his body was strong, proportionable, 
beautiful: and were his picture well drawn, it 
must deserve the praise given to the portraits of 
Raphael, and at once create love and respect. 
While the greatness of his mien informed men 
they were approaching the noblemaii, the sweet- 
ness of it invited them to come nearer to the pa- 
tron. There was in his . look and gesture some- 
thing that is more easily conceived than describe 
ed, that gained upon you in his favour before be 
spake one word. His behaviour was eaiy and 
courteous to all, but distinguished, and adapted ta 
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cacii man in particiiUr, according: to his ttatioa 
anfl quality. His dviitty was free (torn the for* 
mt^tj of rule, and flowed immediate] j from bis 
good sense. 

Sack were the natural faculties and stren^b of 
liii mind, tiiat he had occasion to borrow Ytrj 
little from education $ and he owed those adiraa* 
ta^fcs to his own good parts, which others ac- 
tgm by study and imitation. His wit was abun- 
dant, noble, bold. Wit, in most writers, is Uku 
a fountain in a garden, supplied by sereral streama 
brsaght through artful pipes, and playing some- 
times agf^eably : but the Earl of Dorset's was a 
•ovrce rising from the top of a mountain, which 
forced its own way, and with inexhaustible sup- 
plies delighted and enriched the country through 
wbich it passed. This extraordinary genius waa 
accompanied with so tine a judgment hi all parts 
oiibe leaming^^ that whatever subject was before 
bin, he discoursed as properly of it, as if the pcf 
CttUarbent of his study bad been applied that 
vaj $ and he perfected his judgmrat by reading 
ttd digesting the best authors, though he quoted * 
tbtm very seldom. 

Cmtemmiaf poiiut liter at^ quam MMthai; 

and rather seemed to draw his knowledge from 
kit own stores than to owe it to any foreign a^- 
•iitaace. 
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The brightness of his parts, the loliditj of hi* 
jnd jpoienty and the candour and generosity of hi* 
temper, distinguished him in an age of great po-' 
liteness, and at « court abounding with men of the 
finept sense and learning. The most emment 
masters, in their several ways, appealed to his de- 
termination. Waller thought it an honomr to 
consult him in the softness and harmoaj of 
his verse ; and Dr.. Spratt in the delicacy ami 
turn of ^s prose. Dryden determines by him, 
nnder the character of Siigenius, as to the lansa 
of dramatic poetry. Butler owed it to him 
that the Court tasted his Hodibras : Wycherley 
that the Town liked his Plain Deakr: andtiie 
. Duke of Buckingham deferred to publish his Re- 
hearsal till he was sure (as he expressed it) that 
my Lord Dorset would not rehearse upon him 
again. If we wanted a foreign testimony. La 
Fontaine and St. Erremont have acknowledged 
that he was a perfect master in the beauty and 
fineness of their language^ and of all that thoj 
call les belles lettres. Nor was this nicety of hta 
judgment confined only to books and literature, 
but was the same in statuary, painting, and all 
other parts of art. Bermini would have taken 
his opinion upon the beauty and attitude of a 
figure $ and King Charles did not agree with Lely 
that my Lady Cleveland's picture was finished till 
it had the approbation of my Lord Buckhurst. 
• As the judgment which he made of others 
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wridn^s could not be refuted, the mBimer in which 
iie wrote will hardly erei^ be equalled. Everj 
ooc of his piecen it an in^ot of gold intrinsically 
and folidly valuable y such as, wrought or beaf en 
thinner, would shine throug^h a whole book of any 
other author. His thon^^ht was al wa^rs new, and the 
expression of it so particularly happy, that every 
body knew immedialely it could only be oiy Lord 
Dorset's ; and yet it was so easy, too, that every 
body was ready to imagine himself capable of 
writing it. There is' a lustre in his verses like 
that of tlie Sim in Claude Loraine's landscapes ; it 
looks natural, and is inimitable. His love- verses 
have a mixture of delicacy and strenjcth ; they 
convey the wit of Petronius in the softnes) of Ti- 
buUtts. His satire, indeed, id so severely pointed, 
that in it be appears, what his g^reat friend the 
Karl of Rochester (that other prodigy of the age) 
says he was, 

The best good man, with the worst-natur'd Muse. 

Yet even here that character may justly be ap- 
plied to him which Perseus gives of the best 
writer in this kind that ever lived : 

Omfi£ 'oafer 'vUium ridenti Flaecus amico 
Tangiff et admusUM circum praeordta ludit. 

And t^ gentleman had always so much the bet- 
ter of the satirist, that the persons touched did 

PRIOR. VOL. I. E 
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resume the courage of his youth, and once more 
to engage himself in defending the liberty of his 
comitrj. He entered into the Prince of Orange's 
interest, and carried on his part of that great en- 
terprise here in London, and under .the eye of the 
Court, vith the same resolution as his friend aad 
fellow patriot the late Duke of Devonshire did 
in open arms at Nottingham, till the dangers of 
.those times increased to extremity, and just ap- 
prehensions arose for the safety of the Princess, 
our present glorious Queen; then the Earl of 
Dorset was thought the properest guide of her 
nepessary flight, and the person under whose cou- 
Ti»^;e and direction the nation mig^fat most safely 
trust a charge so precious and important. 

After the establishment of their late Majesties 
upon the throne there was room again at Court 
for men of my Lord's character. jJe had a part 
in the councils of those princes, a great share in 
their friendship, and all the marks of distinction 
with which a good government could reward a pa- 
triot. He was made Chamberlain of their Ma- 
jesties household, a place which he so eminently 
adorned by the grace of his person, and the fine- 
ness of his breeding, and the knowledge and prac- 
tice of what was decent aad magnificent, that he 
could only be rivalled in these qualifications by 
one great man who has since held the same staffl 
. The last honours he received from his sove- 
reign (and indeed they were tt^ greatest which a 
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subject «nild receive) were» that he imt nude 

Knight of the Garter, and constituted oae of tfie 

Resents of the king^dom daring hia Majettj's ab- 

Kme. Bat his health about that tine seasibly 

declining, and the public afiUn not threatened 

by anj imminent danger, he left the bnsinest to 

those who delighted more in the state of it, and 

appeared only sometimes at council to show his 

respect to the commission, giving as much leisure 

as he could to the relief of those pains with which 

it pleased God to afflcit him, and fadulging the 

reflections of a mind that had looked through the 

^rld with too piercii^ an eje, and wus grown 

weary of the prospect. Upon the whole, it ma^ 

very jugtly be said of this great man, with regard 

to the public, that through the course of his Hfe 

he acted like an able pilot in a long voyage, eon* 

tented to sit quiet in the cabin when the winds' 

uere allayed and the waters smooth | but vigilant 

and ready to resuoie the helm, when the stonn 

atose, and the sea grew tumultuous. 

I ask your pardon, ray Lord, if I leok yet a 
Uttie Hiore nearly into the late Lord Dorset's chsh 
racter; if I examine it not without some iatailiOlP 
of finding fa«it, and (which is a» odd way of 
makidg a panegyric) set his Uemishes and inper* 
fectiens in open view. 

The fire of his youth carried hhn to some> 
excesses, but they were accompanied with amost 
lively invention and true humour. The kitHe vio- 

E 3 
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lences and easy mistakes of anight too gaily spent, 
and that too in the beginning pf life, were alivays 
set right the next day with great humanity and 
ample retribution. His faults brought their ex- 
cuse with them, and his very failings had their 
beauties. So much sweetness accompanied what 
he said, and so much generosity what he did, 
that people were always prepossessed in his 
favour ; and it was in fact true what the late Earl 
of Rochester said in jest to king Charles, That 
be did not know how it was, but my Lord Dorset 
might do any thing, yet was never to blame. 

He was naturally vei^ subject to passion, but 
the short gust was soon over, and served only to 
set off the charms of his temper when more com- 
posed. That every passion broke out with a 
force of wit ^ which made even anger agreeable: 
while it lasted he said and forgot a thousand things 
which other men would have been glad to haTe 
studied and wrote : but the impetuosity was cor- 
rected upon a moment's reflection, and the mea- 
sure altered with such .grace and delicacy, that 
you could scarce perceive where the key was 
diaiiged. 

He was very sharp in his reflections, but nerer 
in the yrong place. His darts were sure to 
wound ; but they were sure, too, to hit none 
bqt tfal)Be whose follies gave him very fair aim. 
And when be allowed no quarter, he had certain- 
ly been prproked by more than common error ; 



DSDICATIOir. 45 

by men's tedious and circnmstantial rcdtalf of 
their affairs; or by their multiplied questioni 
aViout his. own ; by extreme ignorance and imper- 
tinence, or the mixture of these, and ill-judged 
and never-ceasing civility $ or, lastly, by the two 
things which were his utter aversion, the insinua- 
tioB of a flatterer, and the whisper of a tale- 
bearer. 

If therefore we set the piece in its worst posi- 
tion, if its faults be most exposed, the shades 
will still appear very finely joined with their lights, 
and every imperfection will be diminished by the 
lasture of some neighbouring virtue : but if we 
torn the great drawings and wonderful oolonringt 
to their true light, the whole mast appear, beauti- 
ful, noble, admirable. 

' He possessed all those virtuey in the highest 
4egree upon which the pleasure of society and the 
happiness of life depend, and he exercised them 
with the greatest decency and best manners. Af 
good nature is said, by a great author*, to belong 
more particularly to the English than- any other 
nation, it may again be said that it belonged more 
particularly to the late Earl of Dorset than to any 
other Englishman. 

A kind husband he was without fondness, and 
an indulgent father without partiality. So extra- 
ordinary good a master, that this quaUty-ought 

• Spratfs Hist of (he Royd Societf. 
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iadeed to faave been Dumbered among^ nis defects, 
for he was often served worse than became his 
statioD, from his imwillinpiess to assume an aii> 
thority iw) severe : and during those little trans- 
ports of passion to which I just now said he was 
subject, I have known his servants get into his way, 
that thej might make a merit of it Unmediately 
after; for he that had the good fortune to be chid 
was »nre of being rewarded for it. 

His table was one of the last that gave U9 an 
ejcample of the old housekeeping of an English 
nobleman. A freedom reigned at it which made 
every one of bis guests think himself at home, and 
an abundance, which showed that the master's 
hospitaUtj extended to many more than those vrho 
had the honour to sit at table with him. 

In his dealings with others his care and exact- 
i^ess that ever^r man should have his due was sach» 
that you would think he had never seen a court : 
the politeness and civility with which this justice 
was administered would convince you he never had 
lived out of one. 

He was so strict an observer of bis word, that 
MO consideration whi^ver could make him break 
it : vet so cautious lest the merit of bis act should 
arise from that, obligation- only, that he usually 
did the greatest ikvour^ without making any pren 
vious. iHTomise. So inviolable was he in his friend^* 
ship, and so kind to the character of those whom 
he* had once boaonrad with a more intimate ac- 
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quaintaiice, that nothing less than a demomtration 
of some essential fault conld make him break with 
them: and then, too, his good nature did not 
consent to it without the greatest reluctance and 
difficullj. Let me give one instance of this ' 
amongst msmy. When, as Lord Chamberlain, 
he was obliged to take the King's pension from 
Mr. Dryden, who had long before put himself out 
of a possibility of receiving any favour from the 
Court, my Lord allowed him an equivalent out 
of his own estate. However displeased with the 
oonduct of his old acquaintance, he relieved his 
necessities ; and while he gave him his assistance 
i& private, in public he extenuated and pitied 
his error. 

The foundation, indeed, of these excellent 
qnaiities, and the perfection of my Lord Dorset's 
eharacter, was that unbounded charity which ran 
through the whole tenour of his life, and sat as * 
visibly predominant over the other faculties of 
his soul, as she is said to do in heaven above her 
sister virtues. 

Crowds of poor daily thronged his gates, ex^ 
pecting thence their bread, and were still lessened 
1>J his sending the most proper objects of his 
hoonty to apprenticeships or hospitals. - The lazy 
and the sick, as he accidentally saw them, were 
i^moved from the street to the physician, and 
nany of them not only restored to health, but 
■supplied with what might enable them to restime 
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their former caUioi^s, and make their fotare life 
happy. The prisoner has often been released by 
my Lord*s paying the debt, and the condeaiiied 
has been saved by his intercession with the Sove- 
reign, where he thought the letter of the low too 
rigid. To those whose circumstances were such 
as made them ashamed of their poverty he knew 
how to bestow his munificence without offending 
their modesty, and under the notion of frequent 
presents gave them what amounted to a subsistence. 
Many yet alive know this to be true, though he 
told it to none, nor ever was more uneasy than 
when any one mentioned it to him. 

We may find among the Greeks aad Latins 
Tibullus and Gailiis, the noblemen that writ poe- 
try ; Augustus and Mtecenas, the protectors of 
learning ; Aristides, the good citizen ; and Atli* 
cus, the well*bred friend; and bring them in as 
examples of my Lord Dorset's wit, his judgment, 
his justice, and his civility : but for his charity, 
my Lord, we can scarce find a parallel in history 
itself. 

Titus was not more the deUciashumani generis on 
this account than my Lord Dorset was : and, with- 
out any exaggeration, that prince did not do more 
good, in proportion, out of the revenue of the Ro- 
man empire, than your father out of the income of 
a private estate. Let this, iny Lord, remain to 
you and your posterity a possession for ever to 
b^ imitated, and, if possible^ to be excelled. 
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As to my own particidftr, I scarce knew vbnt 
life was sooner than I found myself obliged (o his 
faveor, nor have had reason to feel any sorrow «o 
MDsibty as that of hk death. 

lUe Ha 'q u m semper aeerijtm 

Semfer hoMoraium {sic Di v^initiis) babebo, 

Aneas could not reflect «poD the lost of h\% 
father witk greater piety, my Lord, than I must 
Tecal the memory of yours, and when I think 
whose son I am writing to, the least I promise 
mjself from your goodness is an uninterrupted 
continuance of favour, and a friendship for life ; 
to which, that i may with some justice entitle my- 
self, I send your Lordship a Dedication not filled 
with a long detail of your praises, but with my 
siocerest wishes that you may deserve them ; that 
yoa may employ those extraordinary parts and 
abilities with which heaven has blessed you to the 
hoDoiir of your family, the benefit of your friends, 
and the good of your country ; that all your ac- 
tions may be great, open, and noble, such as 
maj tell the world whose son and whose successor 
vouare. 

What I now offer to your Lordship is a Collec- 
tion of Poetry, a kind of Garland of good will. 
If any verses of my writing should appear in print 
under another name and patronage than that of an 
Earl of Dorset, people might suspect them not to 
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be semiine. I hsve attained mj pvewat end if 
these Poems prove the diTersion of some of jour 
youthful hours, as they have been oocasionallj 
the amusement of some of mine; and I hum* 
bly hope, that as I may hereafter bind up my 
fuller sheaf, and lay some pieces of a very diffe- 
rent nature (the product of my severer studies) at 
your Lordship's feet, I shall engage your more 
serious reflection ; happy if, in all my endeavours, 
I may contribute to your delight or to your in- 
stmction. I am, with all duty and respect. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship's most obedient 

And most humble servant, 

MATTHEW PRIOR. 



PREFACE. 



1 H£ greatest part of what I hare written hay- 
ing been alreadj published, either singlj or in 
some of the Miscellanies, it would be too late for 
me to make anj excuse for appearinf^ in print. 
But a collection of poems has lately appeared 
imder my name, though without ray knowledge, 
in which the publisher has given mc the honour 
of some things that did not belong to me, and 
has transcribed others so imperfectly that I hard- 
ly knew them to be mine. This has obliged me, 
in my own defence, to look back upon some of 
those lighter studies which I ought long since to 
haTe ipiitted, and to publish an indifierent collec- 
tion of poems, for fear of being thought the au- 
thor of a worse. 

Thus I beg pardon of the public for reprinting 
some pieces, which, as they came singly from 
their first impression, have (I fancy) lain long and 
foietly in Mr. Tonson*s shop ; and adding others 
to them^ which were never before printed, and 
might have lain as quietly and perhaps more safe- 
ly in a comer of my own study. 

The reader will, 1 hope, make allowance for 
their having been written at very distant times, 
and on very different occasions, and take them 

p 
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5s they happen to come : Public Panegyrics, 
amorous Odes, serious Reflections, or idle Ta]es, 
the product of his leisure hours, who had business 
^Aou^K upon his hands, and ^as only a poet bj 
accident. 

I own myself much obliged to Mrs. Singer, 
irho has given me leave to print a pastoral of her 
writing, that poem having produced the verses 
immediately following it. I wish she might be 
prevailed with to publish some other pieces of that 
kind, in which the softness of her sex and the 
fineness of her genius conspire to give her a very 
distinguishing character. 



POSTSCRIPT- 



I MUST help my Preface by a Pottscript, to tell 
the reader that there is ten years distance between 
my writing one and tfi« other; aod thai (whaterer 
I thought then, and have sooiewhere said, that \ 
would publish no more poetry) he will find several 
copies of verses scattered through ^is edition 
which were not printed in the first. Those re- 
lating to the public stand in the order they did 
before, according to the several yeaxa in which 
they were written*, however the disposition of 

* See advertisement. 
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our national affairs, the actioiu or the ft)rUuies 
of some men, and the opinions of others, m^y have 
changed. Prose and other human thini^s may 
take what turn thej can, hut poetry, which pre* 
(ends to have something of divinity in it, is to be 
more permanent. Odes once printed cannot weU 
be altered, when the author has already said thai 
he expects his works should live for evers and it 
had been very foolish in. my friend Horace, if, 
some years after his esegi monumetUiuBiy h^- 
should have desired to see his building taken down 
agaiiL 

The Dedication likewise is reprinted to* the 
Earl of Dorset in (he foregoing leaves without any, 
alteration, though I had the fairest oppoi:tanity. 
and the strongest incliuation to have added a great 
deal to it. The blooming hopes which I said the 
world expected from my then very young patron 
have been confirmed by most noble and distin- 
guished first fruits, and his life is going, oa 
towards a plentiful harvest of all accumulated 
virtues. He has in fact exceeded whatever the 
fondness of my wishes could invent in his favour : 
his equally good and beautiful lady ei^oys in him 
an indulgent and obliging husband ; his children 
a kind and careful father ; and his acquaintance a 
faithful, generous, and polite friend. His fellow- 
peers have Attended to the persuasion of his elo- 
quence, and have been convinced by the solidity 
of his reasom'ng. He has long since deserved and 
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PRIOR'S POEMS 



Olf THE 

MARRIAGE OF GEORGE PRINCE OF 
DENMARK AND THE LADY ANNB*. 

Bif Mr, Prior, !683. 



v ONJVKCTUM Veneri Martem, Danosque Britannts 

Dnm canit altisoni:! docta cater va modis, 
Affero sincemm culto pro carmine votuin, 

Qaod minos ingenii, plus pietatis habet. 
Tiyant Ambo diu, viyant feliciter, opto ; 

Dfli^at hie Sponsam, diiigat ilia Vinim. 
Jtnctos perpetua teneas, Hymenaee, caten^ ; 

Junctos, Juno, die protege ; nocte, Venua t 
Exttltent simili felices prole Parentes, 

Vt petat hinc multos natio bina duces ! 
Cnmque senes pariter cupiant valedicere terrts, 

Nd mors augustum dividat atra jug^um : 
Sed qualis raptum.transvexit currus Elijam, 
* Transvehat ad superas talis utrumque domos ! 

A. Prior, Coll, Div. Joh, Aluiim. 



* From the • Hymenafus'Cantabrigiensis. Cantabrigiae, 1683. » 
This copy, notwithstanding the signature, is beyond a doubt 
tte property of the facetious MATT. PRIOR. The distant 
imitation of Martial's admirable lines on the HAPPY MAR.* 
KIED PAIR—or rather the ALLUSION to that excellent little 
piece (for it can hardly be called an IMITATION of it), shows 
the TASTE of a MASTER, at ./>e VEARS of a BOY, and is not 
^worthy the NAME OT the FAME of PRIOR. Kynasum. 
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AN ODE 

ON EXODUS iii. l^^ I AM THAT I AM*. 
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I* 

iVlAN ! foolish man ! 

Scarce know'st thou how thyself hegan, 

Scarce hast thou thought enough to prove thou art | 

Yet, steel'd with studjM boldness, thoii dar'st trjr 

To send thy doubting Reason's dazzled eye 

Thro' the mysterious gulf of vast inunensity: 

Much thou canst there discern, much thence impart. 

Vain wretch ! suppress thy knowing pride, 

]VIortify thy learned lust; 

Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyself art dust 

n. 
Let Wit her sails, her oars let Wisdom lend. 
The helm let politic Experience guide; 
Y«t cease to hope thy short-livM bark shall ride 
Down spreading Fate's unnavigable tide. 
What tho' still it further tend? 
Still 'tis further from its end. 
And in the bosom of that boundless sea 
f till finds its error lengthen with its way. 

♦ Written in 1688, as an exercise at St. John's colleee, Qua- 
bridge. 



ON EXO»o» iii. 14. .^7 

in. 
With daring pride and insolent dellg^ht, 
YonrdoabtsresoW'dyonlKMHt^yoiirlabonncrownM, 
And'EYPHKAi jonr God, finrsooth, h found 
Incomprehensible and infinite : 
But is he therefore found ? Vain searcher ! no : 
Let jour imperfect definition show 
That Dotbiog jrou, the weak, deflner know* 

IV. 

Saj, why should the collected main 

itself within itself contain ? 

Whj to its caverns should it sometimes ereep, 

And with delighted silence sleep 

On the lov'd bosom of its parent deep ? 

Wfaj should its numerous waters staj, 

In oomely discipline and feir array, 

Till winds and tides exert their high command ? 

Then, ^prompt and ready to obey, 

Why do the rising surges spread 

Their op'uing ranks o'er earth's submissive head) 

Marching thro* diff 'rent paths to difi''rent lands ? 

V. 

Why does the constant sun 

With measured steps his radiant joumies run ? 

Why does be order the diurnal hours 

To le^ve earth's other part and rise in oms i 

Why does he wake the coTvespondent moon, 

And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 

Commanding her, with delegated pow'rsf 

To beautify the world and bless the night 'i 
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Whj does each animated star 

Love the jost limits of its pioper tphen i 

Why does each coBsentinif sig^ 

With pradent hamony comhiae 

In turns to move, and subsequent i^pear. 

To fird the gloht and rei^nhite the year i 

Man does with tdaog^roos cnrio&ity 
These unfathom*d wonders try } 
With fancyM ndes and arbitmy laws 
Matter and motion he restrains. 
And study'd lines and fictions circles draws. 
Then with imagined sovereignty. 
Lord of his new hypothesis he reigns. 
He reigns ! How long ? till some usurper rise ! 
And he, too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wise. 
Studies new lines, and other circles feignst 
From this last toil again what knowledge flows F 
Just as much, perhaps, as shows 
That all his predecessors' rules 
Were empty cant, all jargon of the schools ; 
That he on th' others' ruin rears his throne. 
And shows his friend's- mistake, and thence oon« 
firms his own. 

VII. 

On earth, in air, amidst the seas and skies* 
Mouatainous heaps of wonders rise. 
Whose tow'rittg strength will ne'er submit 
To Reason's batt'ries, or the mines of Wit: 
Yet still inquiring, still mistaking man, 
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Each hour repuls'd, each honr dares oaward press. 
Aid, leYellin^ at God hh wtmA'rh^ gvcw, 
(That feeble engine of his reaaonni^ war. 
Which guides his donhts aadeomhats his despair) 
Lam to his Maker the Ieani*d wretch can girtf 
Can hoond that natore and prescribe that will 
\^hose pregnant Wopd did either ocean fill, 
Can tell us whence all beings are, and how thej 

BOTe and Jive. 
Thro' either ocean, foolish man ! 
That pregnant Word sent forth again. 
Might to a world extend each atom there, 
For everj drop call forth a sea, a heaTen for eT*r7 

star. 

Tni. 
Let canning earth her fruitful wonders hide. 
And onlj lift thj staggering reason up 
To trembling Calvary's astonish'd top ; 
Then mock thy knowledge and omfound thy pride, 
£xpla!ning how Perfection suffered pain. 
Almighty languish'd, and Eternal dy'd ; 
How by her patient Tictor Death was slain, 
And earth profan'd, yet bless'd with Dclcide. 
Then down with all thy boasted Tolumes, down ; 
Only reserve the sacred one : • 

Low, reverently low, 
Make thy stubborn knowledge bow ; 
Weep out thy reason's and thy body's ey<Si ; 
Deject thyself, that thou mayst rise : 
To look to Jtieav'n, be bKnd to afl below. 
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nc. . 
Then Faith for Reason's glimm^rtiig light shall give 
Her immortal perspective, 
And Grace's presence Nature's loss retrieve : 
Then thj enliven'd soul shall see 
That all the volumes of phijosophj. 
With all their comments never could invent 
So politic an instrument 

To reach the heav'n of heav'ns, the high abode 
Where Moses places his mysterious God, 
As was that ladder which old Jacob rear'd. 
When light divine had human darkness clearM, 
j^ijoA his enlarg'd ideas found the rbad 
Which Faith had dictated, and Angels trod. 



AN ODE. 

I. 

While blooming youth and gay delight 
Sit on thy- rosy checks confest. 

Thou hast, my dear, undoubted right 
To triumph o'er this destin'd breast. 

My reason bends to what thy eyes ordain. 

For I was bom to love and thou to reign. 

But would jou meanly thus rely 
On pow'r, you know I must obey ? 

£xert a legal tyranny^. 

And do an ill because joa may ? 
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Still mmc I thee, as AtbeisU Hea^'o adore, 
^'or lee th j mercj, and yet dread Ibj |pow*r i 

HI. 

Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace i 

if irrll as Copid Time is blind $ 
Soon mast those glories of thy foce 

The &te of ralgar beaoty find : 
The thousand loves that arm thy potent eye 
Most drop their quirers, flag their wings, and die. 

Then wilt thou sigh, when in each frown 

A hateful wrinkle more appears, 
And patting peevish hiunonrs on» 

Seems but the sad eflect of years. 
KuKbiess itself too wealc a charm will prove 
To raise the feeble fires of aged love. 

V. 

Fofe'd compliments and formal bows 
Will show thee just above neglect { 

The heat with which thy lover glows 
Will settle into cold respect. 

A talking, dull Platonic, I shall torn : 

I'Cam to be dvil when I cease to bum. 

VI. 

Then shun (he illt and kpow, my dear. 
Kindness and constancy will prove 

The only pilUrs fit to bear 
So vast a weight as that of love. 

If thou canst wbh to make my flames endure, 

Thine most be very fierce and very pure. 



^ 
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Haste, C«lia, haste, irtille jontii myites. 

Obey kind Cupid's present voice ; 
Fill ev'rj sense with soft deUgiits, 

And g^ye thy soul a loose to jo js : 
Let millions of repeated blisses prove 
That thou all kindness art and I all love* 

VIII. 

Be nune, and only mine i take care 

Thj looks, thj thoughts, thj dreams, to guide 
To me alone ; nor oeme so for 

As liking any youA beside : 
What men e'er court thee fly 'em, and believe 
They're serpents all, and thou die tempted Eve. 

rx. 
So shall I court thy dearest truth, 

When beauty ceases to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 

I'll love it o'er again in age : 
So time itself our raptures shall improve. 
While still we wake to joy and live to love. 



AN ODE, 

I. 

VV HiLE from our looks, fair Nymph, you gucs* 

The secret passions of our mind. 
My heavy eyes, you say, confess 

A heart to love, and grief inclin'd. 



n. 
There needs, alas ! bat UUle art 

To hare this fatal secret found i 
With the same ease jron threw the teC» 

Tis certain jou maj show the wound* 

III. 
How can I see jm and not .iove. 

While JOU as op*ning^ east are fair ? 
While cold as northern blasts |r#u prove» 

How oon I leye and not des|^ ? 

IV. 

The wretch m double letters bound 
Your potent mercy maj release : 

Soon, if my, love but onoe were crown'dy 
Fair Prophetess, my iprief would cease. 



AN ODE TO A LADY, 
She refusing to eonUnue a dispute woUh me, »d 
leaving me in the argument, 

I. 

bpARE, ^enVotfs Victor, spare thfs slave 

Who did unequal war pursue, 
That more than triumph he might have 

In beios overcome by you. 

In the dispute, whatever ) said, 
My heart was by my tongue fotly'd» 

g2 
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IV. 

Fair Albioa shdll, vith faithful trust. 
Her holy Queen^s sad relics .guard,. 

Till Heav'n awakes the precious dust. 
And gives the saint her full reward. 

V. 

Sut let the King dismiss his woes, 

Reflecting on his fair renown, 
And take the cypress from his broWs, 

To put his wonted laurels on. 

If pressM bj grief our Monarch stoops, 

In vain the British Lions roar : 
If he whose hand sustain'd them droops,- 

The Belgio darts will wound no more. 

VII. 

Embattled princes wait the chief 

Whose voice should rule, whose arm should Ic^i 
And in kind murmurs chide that grief 

Which hinders Europe being freed. 

VIII. 

The great example they demand 
Who still- to conquest led the way, 

Wishing him present to command. 
As they stand ready to obey. 

IX. 

^ They seek that joy which us'd to glow 
Expanded on the hero's face. 
When the thick squadrons pressM the fQe, 
And William kd the glorious chace. 
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X 

To ^vt the monmin^ nations joy, 
Restore them thy auspicioos light, 

Great Sun 1 with radiant beams destroy 
Those donds which keep thee ftom our light, 

XI. 

Let thy sublime meridian course 

For Mary's setting rays atone ; 
Our lustre, with redoubled force, 

Most now proceed from thee alone. 

XII. 

Fee pious Kuig ! with different strife 
Thy straggling Albion*s bosom torn $ 

So much she fears for William's life 
That Mary's fiite she dare not mourn. 

XIII. 

Her beauty, in thy softer half 
Buiy'd and lost, she ought to grieve $ 

But let her strength in thee be safe $ 
And let her weep, but let her live. 

XIV. 

Thou, guardian Angel ! save the land 
From thy own grief, her fiercest foe, 

Lest Britain, rescu'd by thy hand. 
Should bend and sink beneatl^ thy woe. 

XV. 

Her former 4rimnphs all are vain. 
Unless new trophies still be sought, 

Aod hoary Majesty sustain 
The baUles which thy youth has fought. 
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Where now is all that fearful Urt 

Which made hftr hat(B the war^s alarmt t 

That soft excess with which she strove 
fo keep h^r hero in her arms ? 

XVII, 

While still she chid the coming 9prin^9 
Which call'd him o*er his subject se^s. 

While for the safety of the King^, 
She wish'd the victor's glory less. 

XVIII. 

'Tis chang'd ; *tU gone : sad Britain no'v 
Hastens l^er lord to foreign wars : 

Happy if toils may break his woe, 
Or dangers may divert his caret*. 

XIX. 

In martial din she drowns her sighs. 
Lest he tlie risipg grief should hear » 

She pulls her (lelmet o'er her eyes, 
Lest he should see the falling tear. 

XX, 

Go, mighty Prince I let France he taught 
How constant minds by grief are try'd, 

How great the lai^d that wept and fought, 
When Wjlliam led and Mar;jr d^'d ! / 

XXI. 

Fierce in the hatt)9 n^e it kn«wq[iy 

Where Death with all his darts is seei). 

That he can touch < thy heart with none . 
But that which struck ib^ beauteous Que^. 
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XXII. 

Belgia iodul^'d ber open grief, 
While yet her master was not. near, 

With sullen pride refused relief, 
And sat obdurate in despair. 

XXIII. 

As waters frcm her sluices, flQW*d 

Unbounded 'sorrow from her ejes ; 
To earth her bended front she bow*d. 

And sent her wailings to the skies. 

XXIT. 

Bat when her anxlons lord retumM, 
Raised is her bead, her eyes are dryM ; 

She smiles, as William ne'er had moumM ; 
She looks, as Mary ne'er had dj'd. 

XXV. 

That freedom which all sorrows claim. 

She d^es for thy content resign ; 
Her piety itself would blame. 

If her regrets should waken thine. 

XXVI. 

To cure thy woe she shews thy fame, 
Lest the great mourner should forget. 

That all the race whence Orange came 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate. 

XXVlf. 

William his country's cause could fight, 
And with his blood her freedom seal 

Maurice and Henry guard that right 
For whieh their pious parents fell* 
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XXTUk 

How heroes rise, hov patriots SQt, 

Thy father's bloom aad death maj tell : 
Excelling others, these were great f 

Thou, greater still, xonst these excel. 

mix. 
The last fair instance thou mnst ^r^ 

Whence Nassau's virti&e can he tr7'4» 
And show the world that thou ca^st \iv^ 

Intrepid as thy Goasort dy*d. 



Thy virtue, whose resistless foros . 

No dire event could ever stay. 
Must carry on its destia'd course, 

Tho' Death and Envy stop the way. 

xxxx. 
For Britain's s«]ae, for Belgia's, live f 

Pierc'd by their grief, forget Ay owni 
New toils endure, new conquest givt^ 

And bring them ease, tho* thou ha^t oobC' 

xxxzi. 
Vanquish again, tho* she be gone, 

Whose garland crown'd the victpr 's hair i 
And reign, t^' she has left the throve, 

Who made thy f lory wQttk t^J CW9» 

Fair Britain never yet before 

Breath'd to her king an usekas pr|t/r » 
Fond Belgia never did implore 

While M'ilUam, tum'd averse hk ea^* 
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Bat fbooJii the weqrin^ hero now 

RekatleM to their wisbei prove, 
Slumld he recaH, with pleasni^woe» 

The object of his ^nef and love ; 

xxxr. 
Her £ue with tfaoasand beautfe? blest, 

Her mind' with tbonsand Tfrtoes storM, 
Her pow'r with homidleM joy conftsf , 

Her person oidy not adored ; 

XtXTU 

Yet ought his sorrow to be checked. 
Yet ought his passions to abate. 

If the great monmer woidd reflect 
Her glory in her death complete. 

XXXTII. 

^ was isstmcted to command, 

Great King ! b j long obejing thee t 
Her sceptre,' guided by thy hand, 

Presenr'd the isle? and niFd the sea, 

xxxnii. 
Bot, oh ! 'twas little, that her life 

O'er earth and water bears thy fiime ; 
lo death 'twas worthy William*s wH^ 

Afflldst tbe Stan to fix bis name. 

XltXfX. 

Bejood where matter moves, or place 
Receivef its fbrms, thy virtues roU ; 

From Mary's glory angeh trace 
The beauty orhet partner's soul. 
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XL, 

Wise Fate, which does its heaT*xi decree 
To heroes when thej yield their breathy 

Hastens thj triumph : half of thee 
Is deifj'd before thy death. 

XLI. 

Alone to thj renown 'tis giv*n, 
Unbounded 'thro' all worlds to go ; 

While she, great saint, rejoices heaT'n» 
And thou suvtain'st the orb below. 



AN ODE. 

I. 

1 HE merchant, to secure his treasure. 

Conveys it in a borrow'd name ; 
Euphelia serves to grace my measure. 

But Chloe is my real flame. 

II. 
My softest verse, my darling lyre. 

Upon Euphelia's toilet lay. 
When Chloe noted her desire 

That I should sing, that I should play. 

III. 
My lyre I tune, my voice I raise, 

But with my numbers mix my sighs. 
And whilst I sing Euphelia's praise^ 

I fix my soul on Chloe's eyes* 
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Fair Chloc blnsh'd ; Euphelia frownM : 
'I soul; and gfaz'd } I plaj'd and trembled : 

And Yeitiu to- the IiOTe$ around 
Remarked how ill we all diisembled. 



AN ODE 

TO MR. HOWARD. 
I. 

iJEAk Howard ! Trom the soft assaults of love 

Poets and pamters never are secure ; 
Can I, untouched, the fair one's passions move, 

Or thou draw beauty and not feel its pow*r ? 

If. 
To ^at Apclles when young Ammon brought 

The darling idol of hrs captive heart, 
And the pleased nymph, with kind attention, sat 

To have her charms recorded by his art ; 

III. 
The am'rous master ownM her potent eyes, 

SighM when he looked, and trembled as he drew; 
Each flowing line confirm'd his first surprise, 

And as the piece advanced the passion grew. 

IV. 

While Philip's son, while Venus' son, was near, 
What difiTrent tortures does his bosom feel ! 

Great was the rival, and the God severe ; 
Nor could he bide his flame, nor durst reveal. 

ntlQR, TOt.. I. ■ 
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t. 

The prince, renoivnM ia bounty as is arms, 
With pity saw the ill-coaceard distress. 

Quitted his title to Campaspe's charms, 

And gave the fair one to the friend's embrace. 

Thus the more beauteous Chloe sat to thee. 
Good Howard ! em'lous of the Grecian art ; 

But happy thou, from Cupid's arrow free. 

And flames that pierc'd thy predecessor's heart. 

TII. 

Had thy poor breast received an equal paio. 
Had 1 been vested with the monarch's pow'r, 

Thou must have sigh'd, unlucky youth, in ?ain. 
Nor from my bounty hadst thou found a care. 

VIII. 

Tho', to convince thee that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 

I would have soothM .the flame I could not heal, 
Giv'n thee the world, tho' I withheld the fair. 



AN ODE, 

Inscribed to the Memory of 

TBE BOK« COMJ^VEit QtUMBM VIUUBIUy 

Diowned in the River Plava, in the Country of Fritili, 1703. 
In Imitation of HoraeCf Lib. I. Ode 28. . 



Te maris & terra numeroque carentis aitme 
Men)>orem cohibent, Archyta, &c. 



^AT> dearest Yilliers, poor departed friend, 
(Since fleeting life thus suddenly must end) 
Saj, ivhat did all th^ busy hopes avail. 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didst sail, 
£re on thy chin the spring^ing beard began 
To spread a doubtful down, and promise man ? 
What profited tliy thoughts, and toils, and cares. 
Id Tigour more confirmed, and riper years. 
To wake, ere morning-dawn, to loud alu'ms, 
AjDd march, till close of night, in heavy arms ; 
To scorn the summer's suns apd winter's snows, 
Apd search, thro' cv'ry clime thy country's foes ? 
That tiiou might'st Fortune ^.thy bide engage, 
That gentle Teace might ^uell Bcllona's rage, 
AndAnna's bpuaty crown her soldier's hoary agei 
Id vain we think that free-Wili'd man has po^i'r 

* 

To hasten or protract th' appointed hour ; 
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Oar term of life ie p a di ast oa onr deed « 
Before o«r birth oar laa'rd m decreed. 
Nor aw'd by foreright aor misled by chaaoey 
Impmoas Ueath directs hisdioa laace. 
Peoples gnatHtarft tmabs, aad leads ap Hoi- 
bcB^sdaace. 

Alike mmt er'ry state aad cr'iy mge 
Sastain tbe aniveml tjraat's nge. 
For aeitiier William's powV aor Mary's dmrais 
Gmld or repel or pacify bis anas. 
Yoiuag Giarchili fell as life began to bloom. 
And Bradford's trembling age expects tbe tomb. 
Wisdom and Eloqnenoe in vain vonld plead 
One moflient's respite for the leaned head ; 
Judges of writings and of mm hare dj'd, 
Maecenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hjde ; 
And in their varions tarns the sons nnist tread 
^ose gloom J journeys which their sires have led. 

The ancient sage, who did so Iimg maintam 
That bodies die, bat souls retain again. 
With all the births and deaths he had in store. 
Went ont Pythagoras, and came no more. 
And modem As 1, whose capridoos thought 
Is yet with stores of wilder notions fraught. 
Too soon convinc'd, shall yield that fleeting breath, 
Which play'd so idly with the darts of Death. 

Some from the stranded vessel force their way s 
Fearful of fate, they meet it in the sea : 
Some, who escape the fury of the wave, 
• Sicken on earth, and sink into a grave } 
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Id journeys, or at home, in war or peace* 
Bj hardshipfl maDy, many fail by ease. 
£ach chaag'mg season does its poison brin^^, 
Hheums chili the -winter, agues blast the springy. 
Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour, 
All act subservient to the tyrant's pow*r $ 
And when obedtent Nature knows his will, 
^ ^7) ^ grape-stone, or a hair, can kill. 

For restless Proserpine for ever treads. 
In paths unseen, o*er our devoted heads. 
And OD the spacious land and liquid main 
Spreads slow disease, or darts afflictive pain 
Variety of deaths conilrms her endless reign. 

On curs'd Piava's banks the Goddess stood, 
Sho^wM her dire warrant to the rising flood, 
When what I long must love, and long must mourn. 
With fatal speed was urging his return, 
Ip his dear country to diitpcrsc his care. 
And arm himself, by rest, for future war. 
To chide his anxious friends' ofBciuus fears. 
And promise to their joys his elder years. 

Oh ! destined head $ and, oh I severe decree, 
Nor native country thou nor friend shalt see $ 
Xor war hast thou to wag^, nor year to come. 
Impending death is thine, and instant doom. 

Hark ! the imperious Goddess is'obcyM ; 
Winds murmur, snows descend, and waters spread. 
Oh I Kinsman, Friend — Oh ! vain are all the cries 
Of human voice, strong De^iny replies ; 

h3 
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Weep you on earth, for he shall sleep below i 
Thence none return, and thither all must ^o. 

Whoe'er thou art, whom choice or hns'ness leads 
To this sad river, or the neighh*ring meads. 
If thou majst happen on the dreary shores 
To find the object which this Terse-deplores, 
Cleanse the pale corpse with a religions hand, 
From the polluting^ weed and common sand $ 
Lay the dead hero graceful in a grare, 
(The only honour he can now receive) 
And fragrant mould upon his body throw, ^ 
And plant the warrior laurel o*er his brow ; V 
Light lie the earth, and flourish green the bough! J 

^o may just Heaven secure thy future life 
From foreign dangers and domestic strife ; 
And when th' infernal Judge's dismal pow'r. 
From the dark urn shall throw, thy destin'd hour; 
When, yielding to the sentence, breathless thou, 
And pale, shalf lie, as what thou buriest now, 
May some kind friend the piteous object see. 
And equal rites perform to that which once was thee ! 



AN ODE, 

Jhmt^ hueribed to the Qweit^ m Ike GhrkM^ 
Smecn ef ffer M^et^ft Arm*^ J 700. 

Writtea in Imitatioa of 5penicr^ ifyle. 



PREFACE. 

yfntM I fint tfaoii|;ht of writiag ttpoa this ooca? 
tKHi, I tomd the idea* to great aad fo nwDeroM, 
that I judged tbcm more proper for the warmth 
of aa ode, thaa for auj other tort of poetry : I 
therefore fet Honoe before me for a pattern, and 
partlcoJarly his fomont ode, the fourth o/ the 
fourth Book, 

Q^taUm mitusirum /ttlminit alitnUf Xsfcm 

which he wrota hi praise of Dmnu after his ex- 
pedition v&xo Geraianj, ami of Angostaf upon his 
happj choice of that general. And in the fol- 
lowing poem, though I have endeavoured to imi- 
tate all the great stroke* of that ode, I have taken 
the libertj to go off from it, and to add vari- 
OQ^j, as the sulject and mj own imagination 
carried me. As to the stjle, the choice 1 made 
of following the ode hi Latin, determined me in 
English to the stanza ; and herein it was impo^r 
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vible not to liare a mind to follow our gteast counh 
tryman Spenser, which I hare .done (as well at 
least as I could) in the manner of my expression 
and the turn of mj number, having- only added 
one verse to his stanza, which, I thought, made 
the number more harmonious, and avoided such 
of his words as I found too obsolete : I have, 
however, retained some few of them, to make the 
colouring look more like Spenser's. Behest, 
command; band, army; prowess, strength; I 
weet, I know ; I ween, I think $ whilom, hereto- 
fore ; and two or three more of that kind, which 
I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not judge 
my muse less handsome, though for once she ap- 
pears in a farthingale. I have also, in Spenser's 
manner, used Caesar for the Emperor ; Boja for 
Bavaria; Bavar for that prince; Ister for Da- 
nube ; Iberia for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the ode which I just now 
mentioned, 

Gens qua Cremato forfis ab Jlio 
y aetata Tuuis equoribus^ l^c. 

where Horace praises the Romans as being de- 
scended from ^neas, I have turned to the ho- 
nour of the British nation, descended from Brute, 
likewise a Trojan. That this Brute, fourth or 
fifth from ^neas, settled in England, and built 
-London, which he called Troja No^a^ or Troy- 
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uvmie, if t ttory' which (I think) owes ill ixri* 
Sinal, if not to Geoffry of Monmouth, at least to 
the Monkiih writers s jet is not rejected by onr 
great Caaden, and is toM by MUtoo, as if (at 
leait) he was pleased with it, though possibly he 
does not beliere it ; however, it carries a poetical 
anthoritj, which is sufficient for our purpose. It 
is iM. certain that Bhtfe came into England, aa 
that Mntan went into Italy ; and upon the sup* 
poiition of these facts, Vir^l wrote the best 
poem that the world ever read, and Spenser paid 
Queen £llzabetb the i^reatest compliment, 

I need not obviate one piooe of criticism, that 
I bring my hero 

** From burning Troy, and Xanthns red with 
blood:** 

whereas he was not bom when that city was de? 
strayed. Virgil, in the case of his own .^neas, 
relating to Dido, will stand 9s a sufficient proof 
that a man, in his poetical capacity, is not aor 
countable for a little fault in chronolojg^y. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenser, 
in many things resemble each other : both have 
a height of imagination and a majeMy of expresr 
non in describing the sublime, and both know to 
temper those talents, alkd sweeten the description, 
10 as to make it lovely as well as pompous : both 
have equally that agreeable manner of mixing 
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morali^ with their storj, aad that euriomfelic&fiM 
m the choice of their diction, which every writer 
aioM at, and so very few have reached : both are 
particularly fine in tbeir images, and Knowing in 
their numbers. Leaving, therefore, our two mas- 
ters to the consideration and study of those who 
design to excel in poetry, I only beg leave to add, 
that it is long since I have (or at least ought to 
have) quitted Parnassus, and all the flowery roadi 
on that side the country, though I thought myself 
indispensably obliged, upon the present oocasioo, 
U> take a little journey into those parts. 




AS ODE, 

Humbly inscribed to the Queen. 



Te Doa pnfatlA funera GilUae, 
Durzque tellus audit Iberia: : 
Te atfie gaudeotts Sicambri 
Composius veoerantur armis. HOR. 



I. 

*Y Boi great Aufiu tas goTen&*d anoieot Rone, 

And feat bis oonq'ring bands to foieigB waif. 
Abroad wben dreaded, and belovM at home. 

He law his fame increasing with bis ytun^ 
Horace, great bard, (so Fate ordain*d) arose. 

And bold as were bis oountrj^men in fi^bt, 
Soatch'd their fair actions from dej^rading pfose, 

And $et their battles in eternal light : 
High as their trumpets tnne his Ijre he stmog. 
And with his priaoe*s arms he moraUz*d his song. 

II. 
When bright EK^a raVd Britannia's state, 

Widely distributing her high commands. 
And boldly wise, and fortunately great. 

Freed the glad nations from tyrannic bands, 
Ao equal genius was in Spenser found $ 

To the high theme he matched his noble lays % 
He traveli'd Kngland o'er on fairy ground. 

In mystic notes to sing his monarch's praise : 
Reciting wond'rons truths in pleasing dreams. 
He deck'd Ellsa's bead with Gioriana's beaas. 
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I 

III. 
But, e^reatest Anna ! while thy arms pursue 

Paths of renown, and climb ascents of iame 
Which nor Augustas nor Eliza knew. 

What poet shall be found to sin^ thy name ? 
What numbers shall record, what tongue shall 

say/ 
- Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main ? 

O fairest model of imperial sway ! 

What equal pen shall write thy wond^rons reign? 

Who shall attempts and feats of arms ^hearse, 

Not yet by story told nor parallei'd by verse ? 

IT. 

Me all too mean for such a task I weet $ 

Yet if the sovereign Lady deigns to smile, 
, I'll follow Horace with impetuous heat. 

And clothe the verse in Spenser's native style' 
£y these examples rightly taught to sing, 

And smit with pleasure of my country's praise, 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing. 

High as Olympus I my flight will raise, 
And latest times shall in my numbers read 
Anna's immortal fame and Marlbro's hardy deed. 

v. 
As the strong Eagle in the silent wood. 

Mindless of warlike rage and hostile care, 
Flay& round the rocky diff or crystal flood. 

Till by Jove's high behests call*d out to war, 
And charg'd with thunder of his angry king, 

His bfsom with th« vengeful jnetsage glow^ 
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Tpraitf the iiot>1e bird directi hif wini:, 

And tow'riii^ rausd hif master*f earth-born foes. 
Swift he collects his fatal stock of ire, 
lifts bis fierce talon lug:h, and darts the forked fire. 

yi. 
Sedate and calm thus victor Marlbr^ sat, 

Shaded with laurels, in his native land. 
Till Anna calls him from his soft retreat. 

And i^ives her second thunder to hit hand : 
Then leaving sweet repose and gentle ease, 

With iCrdent speed he seieks the distant foe, 
Ifarcidni^ o*er bills and dales, o'er rocks and scas^ 

He meditates and strikes the wond*rons blow. 
Onr tboo^bt flies slower than our Generars ftime i 
Gnsps he the bolt ? (we ask) when be has hnri'd 
the flame. 

TU. 

When fierce Bavar on Jndoi^'s spacions^ plain 

Did from afar the British chief bcboM, 
Betwixt despair, and rage, and hope, and pain, 

Somethiog within his warring bosom roUM : 
He views diat &v'rite of indulgent Fame, 

Whom whilov he had met on Ister's sbon;. 
Too well, alas I the man he knows the same 

Whose prowess there repell'd the Bojan powV^ 
And sent them trembling thro' the frighted lands^ 
Swift as the whirlwioddrivesArabia'sscatter'dsands. 

vur. 
Bit fi>rmer loiscs he fivrgcts to grieve 9 

Abaolvct Iw Iste, if with a Under my 

f 
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It now would shine, and oalj give him leave 
To balance the account of Bleoheim-s da/. 

So the fell lion in the lonely glade. 

His side still smarting with the hunter^s spear, 

Tho' deeply wounded, no way yet dismay'd, 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war. 

In sullen fury traverses the plai^i, 

To ^d the vent'rous foe, and battle bim again. 

IX. 

Misguided prince, no longer urge thy fate* 

Nor tempt the hero to unequal war; 
Fam*d in misfortune, and in ruin great. 

Confess the force of Maribro's stronger star. 
Those laurel groves (the merits of thy youth) 

Which thou from Mahomet didst greatly gain. 
While bold assertor of resistless truth . 

Thy sword did godlike Liberty maintain. 
Must from thy brow their falling honours shed, 
And their transplanted wreaths must deck a wor- 
thier head. 

X. 

Yet cease the ways of Providence to blame, 

Afid human faults with human grief confess; 
'Tis thou art chang'd, while Heav*n is still the 
, same ; , 

From thy ill councils date thy ill success: 
Impartial Justice holds her equal scales. 

Till stronger Virtue does the weight incline; 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails, 

He BOW defends tbe cause itbat once was tbiA^ 
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Rif^litemif the war, the cbaiopkm shall rahdoe, 
ForJoTe'sg^reat handmaid, Pov'r, md8tJo?e*tde* 

XI. [creel purmie. 
Hark ! the dire trumpets sound their shrill alarms ! 

Anyerquerque, branohM from the renowned 
N assails. 
Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 

H is glorious sword wi th dauntless courage draws. 
When anxious Britain moumM her parting lord. 

And all of William that was mortal dy'd, 
The faithful hero had receivM this sword 

From his expiring master's much>lov'd side : 
Oft from its fatal ire has Louis flown, 
Whereto- great William led, or Maese and 5am- 

XII. [bre run. 
But brandishM high, in an ill-omen'd hour 

To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy justest fear, 
^e master-sword, disposer of thy pow*r: 

'Tis that which Csesar gave the British peer. 
He took the gift : Kor ever will 1 sheath 

This steel (so Anna's high behests ordain) 
The General said, unless by glorious death 

Absolved till conquest has confirm'd your reign. 
Hetoms like these our jnistress bids us make, 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take. 

xiir. 
And now fierce Gallia rushes on her foes, 

Ber force augmented by the Boyan bands ; 
5o Volf a*8 stream, increased by mountain snows. 

Bolls with new fury down thro* Russia's lands. 

I 2 
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Lijk«. two greiLt rod^s against the raging tide 
(If Virtue's force with Nature's we compare) 

Unmoved the two united chiefs abide. 

Sustain the imfittbe, and receive the war ; 

Round their firm sides in vain the tempest beats, 

And still the foaming wave with lessened pow*r 
retreats. 

XIV. 

the rage dispersed, the glorious pair advance, 

With mingled anger and caJlected might, 
To turn the war, and tel) ae^ressing France 

How Britain's sons and Britain's friends pan fight. 
On conquest fix'd, and covetous of famei 

Behold them rushing through the Gallic host; 
Thro' standing com so runs the sudden flame, 

Or eastern winds along Sicilians coast.. 
They deal their terrors to the adverse pation ; 
Pale Death attends their arms, apd gliastly De^ 
Doiationf 

But while witb fiercest ire Bellona glows. 

And Europe rather hopes than fears her. fate, 
Wlyil^ Britain presses her afflicted foes. 

What horror damps th|p strong and quells the 
great? 
Whence looks the soldiers' cheeks dismay'd and 
pale? 

Krst ever djqeadful, know they now to dreadi 
The hostile troops, I ween almost prevail, 

Ajid the pursuers only not recede. 
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Aks! their lessened ng^e prodaims their gti^ft 
For awmras, lo ! they crowd around their foiling 

xvK [chief. 

I thank thee, Fate, exclaims the fierce Bamr; 

Let Boja's trompet grateful Id's sound ; 
I saw him fell, their thunderbolt of war: — 

Ever to Vengeance sacred be the ground. — 
Vain wish ! short joj f the hero mounts again 

In greater glorj and with fuller light $ 
The ev'ning star so falls into the main^ 

To rise at mom more prevalently bright. 
He rises safe, but near, too near his side, 
A good man's grievous loss, a faithtnl servant dj*d. 

XVII. 

Propitious Mars ! the battle ift regained $ 

The foe with lessened wrath disputes the field t 
The Briton fights, by favoring Gods sustained ; 

Freedom must live, and lawless powVmust yield. 
Vain now the tales which fabling poets tell, 

/ That waVring Conquest still desires to rove ! 
In Marlbr6^s camp the Goddess knows to dwell ; 

Long as the hero's life remains her love. 
Again France flies, again the duke pursues, 
Aadbn Ramilla's plains he Blenheim's fame renews. 

xvm. 
Great thanks, O Captain great in armsl receive 
From thy triumphant country's public voice; 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made those arms her 
choice. 

i3 
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* 

Recording ScheUenberg*B and Bleiilirim*c toili, 
' We dreaded left thou shouldsC thoi e toils repeat ; 
We viewed the palace charg'd with Gallic spoilB, 
And in those spoils we thought tlij praise 
complete: 
For never Greek we deem*d nor Roman knighr, 
In characters like these did e*er his acts indite* 



Yet, mindless still of ease, thy. virtne flies 

A pitch to old and modem times unknown: 
Those goodly deeds, which we so highly prise, 
Imperfect seem, great Chief, to thee alone, 
Those heights, where William's virtue might 
have staid. 
And on the subject world look'd safely down, 
By Marlbr6 pass'd, the props and steps were 
made 
Sublimer yet to raise his Qucen*s renown: 
Still gaining more, still slighting what be gain*d, 
Nought done the hero deem'd, while oaght 
done remain'd. 



Whe|» swift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gaal 

How lessened from the field fiarar was fled« 
He wept the swiftness of the champion's fall, 

And thus the royal treaty-breaker said: 
And lives he yet, tlie great, the lost Bavar« 

Ruin to Gallia in the name of friend ? 
Tell me how far has Fortune been severe f 

Has the foe*s glory or our grief an md I 
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Benaing there, of the fiftj thoiisand lost, 
To iiMre our threaten'^ rpalm or fuard otr ihat- 

zxi, [tcr'd coast? 

To the close rock th^ iirighted raven flie§, 

Sooo as the risini^ eag^Ie cuts the air; 
Tbe shaggy wolf unseen and tremblinfp lies. 

When the hoarse roar proclaims the lion near. 
lU starred did we our forts and lines forsake, 

To dare our British foes to open fi|;ht ; 
Onr conquest w&by ttrataf^em should make ; 

Our triumph had been founded in our flif^ht. 
^is ours bjr praft and bj surprise to gain ; 
Tu theirs to meet in arms and battle in the plain. 

XXII. 

The ancient father of this hostile brood, 

Their boasted Brute, undaunted snatched his 
Gods 
From burning Troy, and Xanthus, red with blood, 

And fix*d on silver Thames his dire abodes ; 
And this be Trynovante, he said, the seht 

Bj Heav'n ordain'd, my sons, your lasting place i 
Snperior here to all the bolts of fate. 

Live mindful of the author of your race, . 
Whom neither Greece,nor war, nor want,nor flame. 
Nor great Pelides* arm, nor Juno*^ rage, could 

xxiri. [tame, 

Their Tudors hence, and Stuarts offspring flow ; 

Hence Edward, dreadful with his sable shie^d^ 
Talbot, to Gallia's pow'r eternal foe, 

And Seymour, fam*d in council or iQ field ;: 
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Hence Ncvi!, ^reat'to settle or dethrone, 

And Drake, and Ca*ndisb, terrors of the sea % 
Hence Bntler^s sons, o*er land and ocean known, 

Herbert's and Churchiirs warring progeny; 
Hence the long roll which Gallia should conceal, 
For, oh ! who vanquished, loves the victor's fame 

XXIV. [to tell? 

EnvyM Britannia, sturdy as the oak 

Which on her mountain-top she proudly bears, 
Eludes the axe, and sprouts against the stroke, 

Ftrong from her wounds, and greater by her 
wars. 
And as those teeth which Cadmus sow'd in earth 

Produced new youth,and furnishM fresh supplies, 
So with young vigour and succeeding birth 

Her losses more than recompensed arise. 
And ev'ry age she with a race is crown*fl. 
For letters more polite, in battles more renowned. 

XXV. 

Obstinate pow'r, whom nothing can repel. 

Not the fierce Saxon nor the cruel Dane, 
Nor deep impression of the Norman steel. 

Nor Europe's force amass'd by envious Spain: 
Nor France, on universal sway intent, 

Oft breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars, 
Nor (frequent bane of weakened government) 

Their oMm intestine feuds and mutual jars; 
Those feuds and jars in which ( trusted more 
Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic 
pow*r. 
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To fruitful Rheims or fair Lutetia^s gktt 

Hh<tt tidings shall the messenger convej? 
Shall the load herald our success relate. 

Or mitred priest appoint the solemn day } 
Alas ! ID J prdises thej no more must sing; 

They to my statne now must bow no more : 
Brokea, repulsed is their immortal king: 

Falln, fairn for ever is the Gallic pow'r— 
The Woman-chief is master of the war : 
£arth she has freed by anns, and Tani|niib*d 
Heav'n by pwiy'r, 

1^ bile thus the ruin'd foe*s deq>air commends 

Thy council and thy deed, victorious QueeOf 
What shall thy subjects say, and what thy friends ! 

How shall thy triunjpfas in oar joy be seen ? 
Oh ! deign to let the eldest of the Nine 

Recite Hritamiia great and Gallia free i 
Oh ! with her sister Sculpture let her join 

To raise, great Anne, the monument to thee $ 
To thee, of all our good the sacred spring } 
To thee, our dearest dread i to thee, oar softer 

- xiLViii. [King. 

Let Europe, sav'd, the column high erect. 

Than Trajan's higher or than Anionine's, 
Where sembling art may carve the fair effect^ 

And full achievment of thy great designs. 
In a calm heav'n and a serener air 

S^ablime the Queen shall on the tommit stand, 
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From danger far, as far removed from fear. 

And pointing down to earth her dread command. 
All winds, aTl storms, that threaten hnman woe. 
Shall sink beneath her feet, and spread their rage 

XXIX. [below. 

Their fleets shall strive, by winds and waters tost. 

Till the young Austrian on Iberia's strand. 
Great as.^neas on the Latian coast, 

Shall fix his foot; and this, be this the land. 
Great Jove, where I for ever will remain, 

(The empire's other hope shall say) and here 
.Vanquished, intomb'd FU lie, or crown'd I'll 
reign — 

Virtue, to thy British mother dtmr ! 
Like the fam'd Trojan suffer and abide $ 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 

XXX. 

There, in eternal characters engrav'd, 

Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone, 
Their force destroy'd, their privileges sav'd, 

Shall Anna's terrors and her mercies own: 
Spaiu^ from th' usurper Bourbon's arms retriev'd, 

Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 
Numb'ring the wonders which that youth achieV'd 

Whom Anna clad in arms, and sent to war, 
W)iom Anna sent to claim Iberia's throne. 
And make him more than king in calling him her 

XXXI. [son. 

There Ister, pleas'd by Blenheim's- glorious fieU* 

Rolling, shall bid his' eastern waves declare 
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Germania sot'cI by Britain's ample shield, 

And bleeding Gaul afiUcted bj her tpeari 
Sbali bid them mention Marlbr6, on that shore, 

Leading his islanders, renowned in arms, 
Thro' climes where never British chief before 

Or pitch'd his camp or sounded his alarms 9 
Shall bid them bless the Queea,ivho made hi a streams 
Glorious as those of £ojne, and safe as those of 

liTLxii. [Thames. 

Brabaotia, clad with fields and crown'd with tow'rs. 

With decent joj shall her deliverer meet. 
Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and bless thy 
powers. 

Laying the keys beneath thy subjects' feet. 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 

Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles restored, 
With double tows shall bless th^^ happy care 

In having drawn and having sheath'd the sword. 
From these their sister provinces shall know 
How Anne supports a friend, and how forgives a 

XXXIII. [foe. 

Bright swords, and crested helms, and pointed 
spears. 

In artful piles around the work shall lie. 
And shields indented deep in ancient wars, 

Bla2on'd with signs of Gallic heraldry, 
And staqdards with distinguishM honours bright, 

Marks of high pow'r and national command. 
Which Valois' sons and Bourbon's bore in fight. 

Or gave to Foiz' or Montmorancy's hand. 
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Great spoils, which Gallia muat to Britain jield^ 
From Ciess/s battle savM to ^race RamiHia^s 

XXXIV. * [field. 

And as fine art the spaces may dispose, 

The knowing thought and curious eye shall see 
Thy emblem, ^acions Queen, the British Rose, 

Type of sweet rule, and gentle majesty; 
The northern Thistle, whom no hostile hand, 

Unhnrt, too rudely may provoke, I ween; 
Hibemia's Harp, device of her command. 

And parent of her mirth, shall there be seen : 
Thy vanquished Lilies, France, decayM and torn, 
Shall wiUi disorder'd pomp the lasting work adorn. 

XXXV. 

Beneath, great Queen, oh I very far beneath, 

Near to the ground, and on the^humble base, 
To save hersblf from darkness and from death. 

That muse desires the laat, the lowest place ; 
Who, tho' unmeet, yet touchM the trembling string 

For the fair fame of Anne and Albion*^ land, 
Who durst of war and martial fury sing. 

And when thy will and when thy subjects* hand 
Had queird thote wars, and bid that fury cease, 
Hangs up her grateful harp to conquest and t9 
peace. 



TO MR. HARLEV, 
fFmrnded i$^ Gtuacturtit 1711. 



« ab ipio 

Ducitopcc animnmqMC feno. 



1. 

Iw one ^reftt Now, superior to an a^e, 

The full extreme* of Natmre'f force we find ; 
How heaVdly Tirtoe can exalt, or ra^e 

lafeknal how dei^rade the human mind. 

n. 
While the fierce monk does at his trial stand, 

He chews revenge, ahjurfaig his offence ; 
Guile m his tongue, and murder in his hand. 

He ftahs his judge to prove his imwc^noe* 

ni. 
The guiltj stroke and torture of the steel 

faifix*d, our dauntless Briton scarce peroeifet » 
The wounds his country from his death must feel 

The patriot views ; for those alone he grieves. 

IV. 

The barb'rous rage that durst attempt thy life, 
Uatiey ! great counsellor, extends thj fame i 

And the sharp point of cruel Guiscard's knife 
In bmss aad marble carfcs thy deatbl^s ii»Me< 
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T. 

Faithfiil assertor of thj country's cause, 

Britain with tears shall bathe thy gloriouswound ; 

She for thj safety shall enlarge her laws, 
And in her statutes shall thy worth be found. 

¥1. 

Yet 'midst her sighs she triumphs, on the hand 
Beflecting that diffusM the public woe ; 

A stranger _to her altars and her land, « 

No son of hers could meditate this blow. 

VII. 

Meantime thy pain is gracious Anna's care : 
Our Queen, our saint, with sacrificing breath 

Softens thy anguish : in her powerful pray'r 
She pleads thy service and forbids thy death. 

VIJI. 

Great as thou art, thou canst demand no more, 
breast bewaifd by earth, preserved by Hear'nl 

No higher can aspiring virtue soar ; 

Enough to thee of ^ief and fame is giv'n. 



AN ODB, 
In ImUalkm of 

BORAGE, BOOK HI. ODE 2» 

written In the yiar iftga. 



1. 

How long*, deluded Albion, wilt th'on lie 

In the letharjg^ic sleep, the sad repose 

By which thy close, thy constant enemy 

Has softly lullM thee to thy woes ? 

Or vake, degenerate Isle, or cease to own 

What thy old kings in Gallic camps have done. 

The spoils they brought thee back, the crowns they 

won. 
William (so Fate requires) agahi is arm*d, 
Thy father to the field is gone, 
Again Maria weeps her absent Lord, 
For thy repose content to rule alone. 
Are thy enervate sons not yet a1arm*d ? 
When William fights dare they look tamely on. 
So slow to get their ancient fame restor'd. 
As not to melt at Beauty^s tears nor follow Yalour^a 
sword ? 

11. » 

See the repenting Isle awal(;cs. 
Her vicious chains the gen'rous goddess breaks ; 
The fogs around her temples are dispellM $ 

k2 
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Abroad the lookt, and sees ann'd Belgia stttd 
PreparM to meet their common Lord's command. 
Her Lions roaring bj her side, her arrows in her 

hand, 
And, blushing to have been so long withheld, ~ 
Weeps off her crime, and hastens to the field : 
Henceforth her youth shall be inur'd to bear 
Haaardotts toil and actiTC war : 
To march beneath the dogstar's raging heat, 
patient of summer's drought and martial sweat. 
And only grieve in winter camps to find 
Its days too short for labours they design'd : 
All night beneath hard heavy anoM to watch. 
All day to mount the trench, to storm the breach) 
A^d all the rugged paths to tread 
Where William and his virtue lead. 

III. 
Silence is the soul of war ; 
Deliberate counsel must prepare 
The mighty work which valour must complete : 
Thus William rescues, thus preserves, the state, 
Thus teaches us to think and dare ; 
As, whilst his cannon just prepared to breathe 
Avenging anger and swift death. 
In the try'd metal the close dangers glow. 
And now, too late, the dying foe 
Perceives the flame, yet camiot ward the blowi 
So whilst In Williani's breast ripe counsels lie« 
Secret and sure as brooding Fate, 
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No more of his design appears 

Than what awakens Gallia's fears, 

And (tbro* Gailt^s eje cai^ sharply penetrate) 

Distracted Lewis can descry 

Only a long unmeasurM ruin nigh. 

ir. 
On Norman coasts, and banks of frighted Seine, 
Lo ! the impending storms begin ; ^ 

Britannia safely thro' her master's sea 
Plows up her victorious way : 
The French Salmoneus throws his bolts in vain, 
Whilst the true thunderer asserts the main. 
'Tis done ! to shelves and rocks his fleets retire. 
Swift victory, in 'vengeful flames, 
Bunis down the pride of their presumptuous names : 
They run to shipwreck to avoid our fire. 
And the torn ves:$cls that regain their coast 
Are but sad marks to show the rest are lost. 
Ail this the mild, the beauteous Queen has done, 
And William's softer>half shakes Lewis' throne. 
Maria does the sea command, 
Whilst Gallia fl'es her husband's arm by land. 
So, the sun absent, with full sway the moon 
Govern^ the isles and rules the waves alone ; 
So Juno thunders when her Jove is gone, 
lo, Britannia ! loose thy ocean's chains. 
Whilst Russel strikes the blow thy Queen ordainS' 
Thus rcicu'd, thus rever'd, for ever stand. 
And bless the counsel, and reward the hand. 
Id, Britanaia X thy Maria reigns. 

K 3 
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T. 

From Mary** ooa^jaefl and the re9Cii*d aiaiii 

Let Fiance look forth to Sambre^s anncd shore. 

And boast her joy for WiUiaoi's death no more* 

^e lives, let France confess the Tictor lives : 

Her triamphs for his death were vain. 

And spoke her tenor of his life too plain. 

The mighty years begin, the day draws qigh 

Itt which that one of Lewis* niapy wives *, 

Who, by the baleful foioe of guilty channs. 

Has loQg enthraird him in her withered arms, 

Shall a'er thp plains from distant tpw'rs on higl^ 

Cast arounfl hfx mournful eye. 

And with prophetic ^rrow cry, 

Why does my ruin'd Lord rptard his flight ? 

Why does despair provoke his age to fight t 

As well thp wolf may venture to engage 

The aqgi7 lion*s gen*rous rage, 

Thp ray'nous vulture and the bird of night 

As safjply tempt the stooping eagle's flight, 

As Lewis to unequal arms defy 

Yon hf rq crpwn*d with blooming victory*, 

Just triumphipg o*er rebel rage restrai|i*d. 

And yet unbreath*d from battles gain*d. 

^ec I all yon dusty fields quite cover*d o*er 

With hostile troops, and Orange at their bead | 

Qrange, destined to complete 

The gr^t designs of labouring Fate $ 

* Mip^ Mfllatenoa. 
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Onnge, the naipie that tyrants dce<td : 
jHe coipes i our niio'd empire 1» no more { 
Down like the Persian goes th^ Gallic throne ; 
Jkm§ flies, ywmg Ammon urges on. 

VI. 

Now from the dubious battlers mingled heat 

Ut Fear look back, and stretch her hasty wing, 

Impatient to secure a base retreat ; 

let the pale coward leaye his wounded king, 

Por the vile, priviiege to br^tsathe. 

To iiiffi jfith shame in dread oi glorious death t 

In yain ; for Fate 1^ swifter wings than Fear, 

^ follows hard, and strikes him in the reari 

Djiog and piad thp traitor bites the ground, 

His Jiack tranfU^'d with a dishonest wound. 

Whilst thro' the fiercest troops and thickest press 

Virtue carries on success ; 

Whilst equal Heav'n guards the distinguished 

brave, 
And armies cannot hur^ ythoffx apgeU uiTe* 

VII; 

Virtue to verse immortal lustre gives i 

Each bj the other's mutual friendship lives { 

.^neas suffered, and Achilles fought ; 

The hero's acts enlarged, the poet^s thought^ 

Or Virgil's majesty and HQmer'9 rag^ 

Had ne'er like lasting Nature vanquish'd age^ 

Whilst Lewis then his rising terror drowns 

With drums' alarms and trumpets' sounds ( 

Whllit, hid in aria'd retreau and guarded tovns» 
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From clanger ai from honour far. 

He bribes close Murder against open war, 

In vain your Gallic Muses strive 

With laboured verse to keep his fame alive ; 

Your mould'ring monuments, in vain ye raise 

On the weak basis of the tyrants praise ; 

Your songs are sold, your numbers are proiane; 

*Tis incense to an idol giv'n. 

Meat offered to Prometheus' man. 

That had no soul from Heaven. 

Against his will, you chain your frighted king 

On rapid Rhine's divided bed, 

And mock your hero, whilst ye sing 

The wounds for which he never bled ; 

Falsehood does poison on your praise diffuse, 

And Lewis' fear gives death to lioileau's muse. 

VIII. 

On its own worth true majesty is rear'd, 

And virtue is her own reward ; 

With solid beams and native glory bright. 

She neither darkness dreads nor covets light ; 

True to herself, and fix'd to in^born laws. 

Nor sUnk by spife, nor lifted by applause. 

She from her settled orb looks calmly down 

On life or death, a prison or a crown. 

When bound in double chains poor Belgia lay. 

To foreign arms and inward strife a prey ; 

Whilst one good man buoy'd up her sinking 

state, 
And Yimie laboured against Fate s 
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Who Fortune Iwiely with AmbitioB joia'4. 

And all W9$ conqner'd bat the patriot's wM ( 

Wba stomu Itft loofe, and ragiai^ uttm^ 

hu ready the torn Tefsei to o'erwhehn, 

f orc'd not the faithfnl pilot from his hehn, 

Vor all the Siien sonf^s of fatore peaoe« 

iai daxailn^ prospect of a pKomiiM ero«n« 

CoakI Ine hi* stnbbora virtue dom : 

fiat against charms, and threats, and hell, he stood 

To tiiat which was tererelj good ; 

Then had no trophies jostifj'd bis fiime, 

^0 poet bless*d his song with Nassau's name } 

Virtue alone did all that honour bring. 

And HeaT'n as plamlj pointed /ofU the Kingi 

Aiwhen he at the altar stood 

In all his tji^es and robes of pow't, 

Wfailft at bis feet neligions Britain bow'd, 

Aad own'd him next to what we there adore* 

IX. 

^7t joyful Maese, and Boyne's vietorious flood, 

(For each has roix'd bis waves with royal blood) 

When William's armies pass*d, did be retire. 

Or Tiew from far the battle's distant fire i 

Csold he believe bis person was too deari 

Or use his greatness to conceal his feari 

Ctald praj'rs or sighs the dauntless heno me^e i 

Arm'd with Heav'n's jastipe and his people's love, 

Thro' the first waves be wing'd his vent'rons way, 

iad on the adverse shore aroie, 

(Ten thonsand fiymg deaths m vain oppose) 
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Like tiie grest ruler of the day, 

Witb itrei^tfa and swiftness mounting from the sea, 

like him all daj he toil'd, hot lon^ In night 

The God has easM his weaiyM light. 

Ere vengeance left the stubhoni foes. 

Or William's labours found repose. 

When his troops fiiolterM, step*d not he between. 

Restored the dnbions fight again, * 

Bfark*d out the coward that durst flj. 

And led the fainting brave to Victory ? 

Still as she lied him, did he not overtake 

Her doubtful course,and brought her bleeding back? 

By his keen sword did not the boldest fall f 

Was he not king, commander, soldier, all — 

Bis dangers such as with becoming dread 

His subjects yet unborn shall weep to read $ 

And. were not those the only days that e'er 

The pious prince refus'd to hear 

His friends' advices or his subjects' pray'r ? 

X. 

Where'er old Rhine his fruitful water turns. 

Or fills his vassals' tributary urns. 

To Belgia's sav'd dominions and the sea, 

Whose righted waves rejoice in William's sway, 

Is there a town where children are not taught, 

Here Holiand prosper'd, for here Orange- fought ? 

Thro' rapid waters and through flying fire 

Here rush'd the Prince, here made whole France 

By different nations be Iris valour blest, [retire? 

In different limguages confest. 

And then let Shannon speak the rest : 
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Let Shannon speak how, on her wond'rii^ fhore* 

When conquest bov'ring on his arms did wait. 

And only ask'd some lives to bribe her o*er» 

The godlike man, the more than cooqueror, 

With hig^h contempt sent back tlie spacious haitp 

And scomin^ S^ory at a price too great. 

With so much pow'r, such pietjr did join. 

As made a perfect virtue soar 

A pitch unknown to man before, 

And lifted Shannon's waves o'er those of Bojrne. 

XI. 

Kor do his subjects only share 

The prosperous fruits of his iadulgent reign ; 

His enemies approve the pious war, 

Which, with their weapon, takes airay their chain : 

More than his sword his goodness strikes his foes ; 

Thej bless his arms, and sigh they must oppose ; 

Justice and freedom on his conquests wait. 

And 'tis for man's delig|it that he is great : 

Succeeding times shall with long joy contend 

If he were more a victor or a friend : 

So much his courage and his mercy strive. 

He wounds to cure, and conquers to forgive. 

XII. 

Ye heroes ! who have fought jour country's cauie, 
Redress'd her injuries, or form'd her laws. 
To my adventurous song just witness bear. 
Assist the pious Muse, and hear her swear, 
That 'tis no poet's thought, no Eight of youth, 
But BoUd story and severest truth, . 
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That Willisiii treasnrervp a i^veater namer 
Thao any country, anj ag^e, can* boast s- 
And all that ancient stock of fame 
He did from his forefathers take 
He has improved, and gives with int'rest back^ 
And in \etSf constellation does unite 
Their scatter'd rays of Winter light ; 
Above or £nvy*s lash or Fortune's wheel* 
That settled g!or>' shaH for ever dwell. 
Above the roHmg orbs and common sky. 
Where nothing comes that e'er shaH die. 

Where roves the Muse? where, thoughtless io 

Is her short-lived vessel borne [return, 

By potent winds, too subject to be tost, 

And in the sea of William's praises lost > 

Nor let her 'tempt that deep*, nor maker the short 

Where our abandon'd youth she sees 

Shipwreck'd in luxury and lost hi ease % 

Whom nor Britannia's danger can alarm, 

Nor William's exemplary virtue warm : 

Tell 'em, howe'er, the King can yet forgive 

Their guilty sloth, their homage yet receive. 

And let their wounded honour live : 

But sure and sudden be their just remorse :* 

Swift be their virtue's rise, and strong its coune : 

For tho' for certain years and destin'd times 

Merit has lain confu^'d widi crimes, 

Tho' Jove seem'd negligent of human cares. 

Nor soottiig'd our ibUies nor retura'd our pray*if> 
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fiis justice now demands the equal scales^ 
Sedition is sappress'd, and troth prevails i 
Fate its ^reat end by slow deg^rees attains^ 
And Europe is redeem*d) and William reifnii 



ODE, 

PROlkESSE DE L*AX017R; 
1i 

iliER, rAmonr tonch^ du son 

One rendoit ma lire qn'il aime> 
Me promit pour une chanson. 

Deux baisers de sa mare m6me; 

in 
Non, Inj dis-je, tu scais mes yoeux : 

Tu connois quel penchant m'entraine, 
in Hen d*nn j'en oflVe deiix, 

Ponr un seal baiser de Climene; 

III. 
II me promit ce doux rctour, 

Ma lire en est plus de tendresse i 
Hais Vous, Climene, de I'amour 

Acqniter«2-T0Q8 la promesse ? 






nuom. Toi.. I. 



f 10 omv. 



CUPID'S PROMISE, 

VARAPHIUeCO. 
I. ' 

Sorr Cupid, wantoo, am'rous hoy^ 

The other day, mov'd with vaj Ijn^ 
Ib ilatt*riii|r accents »poke his joj, 

And att<nr*d thus his fond desire. 

II. 
Oh I nise thj voice, one sons^ I ask. 

Touch then th' harmonious strinj;^ i 
To Thjrsis easy is the task. 

Who can so sweetly play and mag, 

in. 
Two kisses from my mother dear, 

Thyrsis, thy due reward shall be $ 
None, none, like Beauty's queen is fairf 

Paris has vouch'd this truth for me. 

IV. I 

I straig^ht reply'd. Thou know'st, alone, 
That brig^htest Chloe ndes my breast* 

ru sing thee two instead of one. 

If thoo'lt be kind and make me blest. 

V. 

One kiss firom Chloe^s lips, no more 
I crave. He promised me success ; 

rpUty'd with all my skill and pow'r. 
My ^lo^fing paidon<<» exjpjress. 



COMD*t PKOMItt. Ill 

TI. 

Bat, oh ! mj Chloe, beauteous maid. 
Wilt thoa tLe wish'd reward bestow 7 

Wilt thou make good what Love has said, 
And b J thy gnMU his power show ? 



%2 



SONGS AND BALLADS. 

II 11 I Itlllll ■ ■■ ■«-!■ — 

I 

THE THIEF AND CORDELIER, 

A BALLAD. 

To the T\me ef King John and the J6M rf 

Canterbury. 



Who has e'er been at Paris, must needs know the 

GreYe, 
The fatal retreat of th* unfortunate braye. 
Where honour and justice most oddlj contribute 
To ease heroes' pains by a halter and gibbet. 

Berry daum^ down, hey derry down. 
There death breaks the shackles which force had 

put on, [begun ; 

And the hang^nan completes what the judge but 
There the Squire of the Fad and the Knight of 

the Post 
Find their pains no more baulk'd and their hopes no 

more crost. 
Berry downy &c. [known, 

Great claims are there made, and great secrets are 
And the king, and the law, and the thief, bat 

his own; 



Bat Bj hearers cry ovt. What a deuoe dot t tbon 
Cat off thy reflactioniy and ^re lu tbj tale, [ail ? 

Drrry dbvfi, ftc. 
'Tvas there then, is civil reipect to har>h lawi, 
And Ibr want of fiUie witnei • to back a bad caiuet 
A Nonoaa, tbo' late, wat obligM to appear, 
Aad vho to aMitt bat a grave Cordelier ? 

J>eriy d^Mfih kc^ 
The Squire, wfaoiegood grace was toopen the fcene, 
Sceai*dBot m greathai te that the thow fhould begin, 
Now fitted the halter, now tnwtn^d the cart, 
Aad oflten took leave, hat was loath to depart. 

Deny dawn^ &c. [ priett i 

What frightens 70a thus, my good Son ? sajs the 
Yooy anuder'd, are sorry, and have been confest. 
Father 1 my sorrow will scarce save my bacon, 
for 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken, 

Derrjf dawn^ &c. [fiincies ( 

Poagh ! pr^ythee ne*er trouble thy head with such 
Rdj on the aid jou shall have from Saint Francis 1 
If the money yon promised be brought to the chest, 
You have only to die ; let the Chnrch do the rest, 

DCTTJ/ dtfWtiy oEC* 

And what wUl folks say, if they see yoa afnid ? 
It lelects upon me as I knew not my trade : , 
Conage, friend, to-day is your period of sorrow, 
Aad things will go better, believe me, to-OM>rrow, 

Dtrrjf dbwMy &c« 
To-morrow, oar hero reply'd, in a fright, [night. 
He ttiat's bang'd before noon ought io thmk of to* 
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Tell jom beads, quoth the priest, and be fairij 

tnissM up. 
For you. surelj to-night shall in Paradise sup. 

Derrp down, &c. 
Alas ! quoth the Squire, howe'er sumptuous the 
Parbleu 1 1 shall have little stomach to eat f [treat, 
I should therefore esteem it great faTOur and g^raoe 
Would jou be so kind as to go in mj place, 

Derry down, &c. [boot, 

That I would, quoth the father, and thank jou to 
But our actions, you know, with our duty must suit: 
The feast I proposM to you I cannot taste. 
For this night, by our Order, is mark*d for a fast, 

Berry down, &c. 
Then turning about to the hangman, he said, 
Dispatch me, I pr'ythee, this troublesome blade, 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie, 
And we liVe by the gold for which other men die, 

Deny down, &c, 



A SONG. 

Iif vain you tell your parting love 
You wish fair winds may waft him over < 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove 
That bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
Can equal those that I sustain. 
From slighted vows and cold disdau ) 



I 
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Be gentle, and in pity choose 
To wish the wildest tempest loose. 
That, thrown again upon the coast 
Where first my shipwreck*d heart was lost, 
I may once more repeat my pain. 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of ilighted TOWS and cold disdain. 



} 
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SUR LA PRISE DE NAHUR, 
Par La Jrme$ Dm iZ«\ rjtme 1692. 

FAS UOmtZOR BOnSAU DBBPUEAUZ. 



I. 

^JEbcujB docte et emte jvresse 

Anjmnrd'faiii me fait la loi ? 
Chastes n^mphet da Feimessc, 

N'ei tK^e pat tous que je ¥oi f 
Acooorez, troupe sfarante : 
Des Mmi qne ma 1 jre enfimte ; 

Cet arbret foot r^oiiis : 
Marqaez en bien ki cadence : 
£t Tousy Tents, fiiitet silence : 

Je vaif parler de Louis. 

II. 
Dans ses chansons immortelles, 

Comme on aigle audacieux, ' 
Findare ^tendant ses aisles, 

Fait loin des vulgaires jeux. 
Mais, 6 ma fidele Ijrie, 
Si, dans Tardenr qui m' inspire, 

Tu pens suivre mes transports ; 
Les chtoes de monts de Thrace 
N*ont rien oui, que n'efface 

La douceur de tes accords* 
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AN ENGLISH BALLAD, 

(kOeWdHg of Namur hjf the JS3ng vf Gre^ 
Britainy 1695. 



Dulce est desjpere in loca 



I. and II. 

Some folkt are dnnik, yet do not know it ? 

So might not Bacchus ^ve you law ? 
Was it a mttse, O lofty poet, 

Or virgin of Saint Cyr, you saw ? 
Whj all this fury ? what's the matter, 

That oaks must oome from Thrace to dance } 
Mmt stupid stocks be taught to flatter } 

And is there no such wood in France ? 
Whj must the winds all hold their tongue } 

If they a little breath should raise, 
Would that hare spoiVd the poet's song. 

Or pnfTd away the monarch's praise ? 

Pindar, that eagle, mounts the skies, 

While Virtue leads the noble way ; 
Too Uke a vulture BoUeau flies. 

Where sordid interest shows the prey. 
When once the poet's honour ceases. 

From reason far his transports roTe ; 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces. 

Makes Louis take the wall of Jove^ 
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Quelle eftfoyMe puissance 
Ajourd'hui pourtant s'avanoe, 

Preste k foudrojer tes mbnts ? 
Quel bruit, quel feu reuTiroivie i 
C'est Jupiter en personne $ 

Ou c'est le rainquer de Mom. 



N'en doute {>oint : c^est luj-mtoe« 

Tout brille en lui ; tout est Roi« 
Dans Bruxelles 'Nassau -bifime 

Commence -a trembler pour toi« 
En vain il voit le Bat^ve, 
Desormajs IJocile esclave. 

Range sous ses ^tendars s 
En yain au Lion Belgique 
II Toit TAigle Grermanique 

Uni sous les Leopards^ 



Plein de la frajeur nouyelle^ 
Dont ses sens sont agites| 

A son secours il appelle 
Les peuples Jes plus vent^s^ 

Ceux-14 Yiennent du rivage, 
Ou s'enorgueiilit U Tage« 
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Tis little Will, the scourg^e of France, 

No godhead, but the first of men. 
His mortal arm exerts the powV 

To keep ev'n Mons' victor under ; 
And that same Jupiter no more 

Shall fright the world with impioos thunder. 

Cor King thns trembles at Namnr, 

Whilst Villeroj, who ne'er afraid is. 
To Bntxelles marches on secure, 

T(^bomb the Monks, and scare the Ladies* 
After this glorious expedition, 

One battle makes the Marshal great i 
He must perform the King's commission $ 

Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 
Kings are allowed to feign the gout. 

Or be prevaiVd with not to fight ; 
iod mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt. 

That William would preserve that right. 

TII. 

From Seine and Loire, to Rhone and Po, 

See ev'ry mother's son appear : 
1b such a case ne'er blame a foe, 

If he betrays some little fear. 
He comes, the mighty Vill'roy comes, 

Finds a t mall river in his wa^f i 
So waves his colours, beats his drums, 

And thinks it prudent there to stay- 

VOL.1. M 
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De Tor, qui roule en ses eanx ; 
Cenx-ci des champs, ou la neige 
Des marais de la NorFeg;e 

Neuf niois couvre les roseaux. 



▼in. 

Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 

Sous les Jumeaux effraj^, 
Des froids torrents de Decembre 

Les champs par tout sont nojes. 
Ceres s*enfuit, eploree 
De voir en proye k Boree 

Ses guerets d'epic^ charges, 
£t sous les urnes sang^euses 
Des Hjades orageuses 

Tons ses tresors submerges. 

IX. 

Deplojez tontes vos rages, 

Princes, vents, peuples, ftimats f 

Ramassez tons tos nuages ; 
Rassemblez tous vos soldats. 

Malgre vous Namur en poudre 

S'en va tomber sous la foudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 

a 

Grand la superbe Espagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezancon, Dole, 
Ypres, Maestricht, et Cambraj. 
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The Gallic troops breathe blood and mi i 

The Manhal cares not to march &iter ; 
Poor Viirroj moves so slowlj here. 

We faoc^'d all it was his master. 

▼III. 
Will DO kind flood, no friendly rain. 

Disguise the Marshal's plain disgrace { 
No torrents swell the low Mehayne ? 

The world will say he durst not pass. 
Wlij will no Hyades appear. 

Dear Poet, on the banks of Sambre ? 
Jut as they did that mighty year, 

When you tumM June into December ? 
The water-nympb9 are, too, unkind 

To ViU'roy ; are the land-nymphs so i 
And fly they all, at once combin*d, 

To shame a general and a beau ? 

n. 
Tmth, justice, sense, religion, fame. 

May join to finish William's story ; 
Nations set free may bless his name. 

And France in secret own his glory ; 
Alt Ypress, Maestricht, and Cambray, 

Bensan^on, Ghent, Saint Omers, Lisle, 
Courtray and Dole— Ye critics, say. 

How poor to this was Pindar's style } 
With eke's and also's tack thy strain. 

Great Bard !' and sing tlie deathless prince 
Who lost Namur the same campaign 

He bought Dixmuyd and plundered Deynse. 



M 
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Mes presages s'aocomplissent ; 

II ciftnmenoe k chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui retentissent 

Ses meurs g'en vont s'ecrouler. 
Mars en feu qui les domine, 
Souffle k grand bruit leur ruiiie ; 
£t les bombs dans les airs 

AUant chercher le tbnnere, 
Semblent, tombant sur la terre, 

Youldir s^ouvrir les enfers. 



Aocourez, Nassau, Baviere, 

De cesmurs lunique espoir; 
A oouverft d'une riviere 

Venez : tous pouvez tout voir. 
Considerez ces approches 
Voyez grimper sur ces roches 
Ces athletes Belliqueux ; 

£t dans les eaux, dans la flamcj^ 
Louis k tout donnant Tame, 

Afarcher, courir a?ecque eux* 
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X. 



ru hold ten pound mj dream is out ; 

Pd tell it you but for the rattle 
Of those cQi^ouiided drums ; no doubt 

Vou bloodj rogues intend a battle. 
Dear me ! a hundred thousand French 

With terror fill the neighboring field, 
While William carries on the trench, 

Till both the town and castle yield. 
Ttirrj to Boui&ers should advance,, 

Fays Mars, thro' cannons mouths in fire ; 
id estf one Mareschal of France 

Tells t'other he can come no nigher. 



\ 



XI. 



Regain the lines the shortest way, 

VillVoy, or to Versailles take post. 
For, having seen it, thou canst say 

The steps by which Namur was lost. 
The smoke and flame may vex thy sight i 

Look not once back ; but as thou goest, 
Qaicken the squadrons in their flight, 

And bid the devil take the slowest. 
Think not what reason to produce. 

From Louis to conceal thy fear : 
He'll own the strength of thy excuse. 

Tell him tha^t William was but there. 

u 3 
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xn. 

Contempiez dans la tempeste. 

Qui sort de ces boulevars, 
Iia plume qui sur sa teste 

Attire tous les regards. 
A cet astre redoubtable 
Toujours un sort favorable 

S'attache dans les combats : 
£t toujours avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la victoire 

Ydle, et le suit k grands pas. 

XIII. 

Grands deffenseurs de Tfispagne, 

Montrez-vous : il en est temps : 
Courage ; vers la Mahagne 

Voiik vos drapeaux flottans. 
Jamais ses ondes craintives 
N'ont veu sur leurs foibles rivet 

Tant de guerriers s'amasser. 
Coures done : Qui vous retarde I 
Tout runivers vous regarde. 

N'osez-vous la traverser ? 

XIV. 

Loin de fermer le passage 
A vos nofflbreux bataillons, 

Luxembourg a du rivage 
Recule ses pavilions. 

Quoy ? leur- seul aspect vous glace } 

Ou iont ees cbefs pleins d'audacei 
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Kow let us look for Louis' feather, 

That us'd to shine so like a star ; "* 

The Gen'rals could not get together. 

Wanting that influence, great in war ; 
Poet ! thou hadst heen discreeter, 

Hanging the Monarch's hat so high. 
If thou hadst dubh'd thj star a meteor 

That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 

XIII. 

To animate the doubtful fight 

Namur in yain expects that raj ; 
In Tain France hopes the sickly light 

Should shine near William's fuller day. 
It knows Versailles, its proper station, 

Nor cares for any foreign sphere : 
Where you see Boileau's constellation, 

Be 9ure no danger can be near. 

XIT. 

The French had gather'd all their force. 

And William met them in their way, 
Tet off they brush'd, both foot and horse ; 

What has friend Boileau left to say ? 
When his high Muse is bent upon't. 

To sing her King, that great coinmaiider> 
Or on the shores of Hellespont, 

Or IB the Tallies nesr Scamander, 
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Jadis 11 piompti i marcfaer, 
Qnt devoicnt de U Tamite, 
£t de U Dnre loiiinise, 

jM%u*a Ptfis nous chercher ? 

Cependant Teffroj redouble 

Sur les remparts de Namur. 
Son goovernear qui se trouble 

S'enfuit loas ton dernier mur. 
D^ja jusqnet k ses portet 
Je Yojez moBter nos cohortes, 

La flame et le fer en main : 
£t sur les monoeaux de piques, 
De corps morts, de rocs, de briqufts» 

S'ouvrir un lar^e chemin. 



XVI. 

C'en est fait. Je viens d'entendre 

Sur ces rochers eperdus 
Battre un signal pour se rendre : 

Le feu cesse. Us sont rendus« 
Depoiiillez Yotre arrogance, 
Fiers emiemis de la France, 

£t desormais gracioux, 
Allez a Liege, k Bruxelles, 
Porter les humbles nonvelles 

JDe Namnr pels k yos yeux* 



Would it not spoil his noble task, 

If any foolish Phrygian there is. 
Impertinent enough to ask 

How far Namur maj he from Paris ? 

XT. 

Two stanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, brickSy and fire 
leave 'em behind jou,. honest Friend, 

And with jour countrymen retire. 
Tout ode is spoilt ; Namur is freed : 

For Dixmuyd, something jet is dne; 
So good Count Guiscard maj proceed ; 

Bttt, Boofflers, Sir, one word with jou — - 

XVI. 

Tis done. In sight of these commanders. 

Who neither fight iior raise the siege. 
The foes of France march safe thro* Flanders, 

Divide to Bruxelles or to Liege, 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Bou£9ers maj new honours gain ; 
He the' same pla j bj land has shown 

As TurviUe did upon the main. 
Tet is the Marshal made a peer : 

0, William ! may thj arms advance, 
That he may lose Dinant next year, 

And so be Constable of France. 
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THB QARUlND. 
I. 

1 BB pride of cv'ry grove I chose, 

The violet sweet and liljr fair. 
The dappled pink and blashiog rose, 

To deck my charming Chioe^s hair. 

II. 
At mom the nymph vouchsaf M to place 

Upon her brow the varions wreath ; 
The flow'rs less blooming' than her face. 

The scent less fragrant than her breatW 

in. 
The flowers she wore along the daj, 

And ev*rj nymph and shepherd said. 
That in her hair they lookM more gay 

Than glowing ia their native bed. 

IV. 

Undresl at ev'nlitg when she found 
Their odours lost, their colours past, 

She changM her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eyes she cast. 

V. 

That eye dropt sense distinct and clear 
As any Muse's tongue could speaks 

When from its lid a pearly tear 

Han trickling down her beauteous chaek. 

VI. 

DisMmbling what I knew too well. 
My love, wj life, said J, explain 
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This ofaaoge of hamour; pr'ythee tell. 
That faUins tear — what docs it mean ? 

VII. 

She sifh'dy she BinilM ; and to the flowers 
Pointing', the lovely moralist said. 

See, Friend, in some few fleeting bonn, 
See jonder what a change is made. 

VIII. 

Ah me! the blooming pride of May 

And that of Beauty are but one ; 
At morn both flourish bright and gay. 

Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 

At ^awn poor Stella dancM and sungt 
Tbe am'rou3 youth around her bow^d ; 

At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I saw, and kiss'd her in her shrowd. 

X. 

Swh as she is who dy*d to-day, 

Such 1, alas 1 may he to-morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muse display 

Tbe justice of thy Chloe's sorrow. 



133 BOVCI AVD BAUAM. 



THE VICEROY, 

A BALLAD. 

To the Tune of Lady Isabella** Trage^ : or, tte 
Stepmatker's Cruelly, 

* 

• I. 

Of Nero, • tyrant, petty king, 

Who heretofore did reign 
In fam*d Hibemia, I will sing, . 

And in a ditty plain. 

II. 
He hated uras by rich and poor, 

For reasons you shall hear. ; 
So ill he exercis'd his pow'r. 

That he himself did fear. 

III. 
Full proud and arrogant was he, 

And covetous withal $ 
The guilty he would still set free. 

But guiltless men enthral. 

IV. 

He with a haughty impious nod 

Would curse and dogmatize. 
Not fearing either man or God ; 

Gold he did idolize. 

* This satire was justly levelled at Lord Coniagsbff for hi> 
xnal-admioistration whca he was one of the Lords Justices of 
Ireland. 
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T. 

A patriot * of hig^h degree, 

Who could no Iong;er bear 
Tb» upstart Yioeroy't tjrrannj, 

Against him did declare. 

▼I. 
And, arm'd with truth, impeach'd the Don 

Of his enormous crimes, 
Which ril unfold to you anon 

In low but faithAil rhymes. 

YII. 

The articles + recorded stand 

Against this peerless peer ; 
Search but the archives of the land, 

YouUI find them written there. 

Tin. 
Attend, and justly Til recite 

His treasons to you all, 
The heads set in their natiye light, 

(And sigh poor Gaphny's fall.) 

IX. 

That traitorously he did abuse 

The pow'r in him repos'd. 
And wickedly the same did use, 

On all mankind imposM. * 

* The Earl of Bellamont Impeached Coningsby of high tret- 
ton in the English psrllukienu 
t Sabhati, 16 <Ue Dcccmbris, 5 GuUclmi ft Marie, 169]. 

roL* I. ir 
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That he, oontrarj to all law. 

An oath did ftame and make, 
CompeUing the miUtia 

Th' illegal oath to take. 

- XI. 
Free*qaarten for the anaj too 

He did exact and force i 
On Protestanti his love to show. 

Than Papist usM. them worse. 

XII. 

On all provisions destin'd for 

The camp at Limerick, 
He laid a tax full hard and sore, 

Tho' manj men were sick. 

XIII. 

The sutleriy too, he did ordain 

For licenoev should pay. 
Which thej refusM, with jnst disdain. 

And fled the camp away. 

XIT. 

By which provisions were so scant , 
Tliat hundreds there did die ; 

The soldiers food and drink did want, 
Nor famine couM they fly. 

XV. 

He to much lov'd his private gain 

He could not hear or see ; 
They might or die, or might complain. 

Without reUef iwi^d^. 



xn. 
ntt above and afaimt aU rii^ltt, 

Bj word «r mouth did he, . 
hk eoondl ntUni:, heUish spite* 

The farmer's fate decree ; 

XVII. 

That he, ! CkU without trial, 
Strajghtwaj should haii|^ed be, 

Tho' then the courts were open all. 
Yet Nero judge would be. 

XTIII. 

No sooner said but it was done, 
The Bourreau did his worst ; 

Gaphnj, fdas ! is dead and gone. 
And left his judge accurst. 

XIX. 

In this concise despotic waj 

Unhappj Gaphny fell. 
Which did al) honest men affraj, 

As truly it might well. 

XX. 

Fall two good hundred pounds a-jear. 

This poor man's real estate. 
He settled on his favVite dear. 

And Culliford'can say't. 

xxt. 
Besides, he gare five hundred pound 

To Fielding his own scribe. 
Who was his bail ) one friend he found ; 

He ow'd him to the bribe. 

K 2 
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XXII. 

Bat for this hoirid murder Wle 

None did him prosecute ; 
His old friend helpM him o*er the stile ; 

With Satan who dispute ? 

XXIII. 

With France, fair England's mortal foe, 

A trade he carry'd on ; 
Had any other done't, I trow, 

To tripos he had gone. 

XXIT. 

That he did likewise traitVouslj, 

To bring his ends to Lear, 
Enrich himself most knayishly ; 

thief without compare ! 

XXV. 

Vast quantities of stores did he 

Embezzle and purloin ; 
Of the king's stores he kept a kej, 

Converting them to coin. 

XXVI. 

The forfeited estates also. 

Both real and personal, 
Did with the stores together go ; 

Fierce Cerb*rus swallow'd all. 

xxvii. 
Meanwhile the soldiers sigh*d and sobb'd, 

For not one sous had thej ; 
ilis Excellence had each man fobb'd. 

For he had sunk their paj. 
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TXTtll. 

Sero, without the least disguise. 

The Papists at all times 
Still favoorM, and their robberies 

look'd on as trivial crimes. 

The Protefitantg, whom they did rob 

During^ his government. 
Were forc'd with p.tience, like good Job, 

To rest themselves content. 

XXX. 

For be did basely them refuse 

All legal remedy $ 
The Romans still be well did use, 

Still flcreen'd their roguery. 

XXXI. 

Snodnctly thus to you I've told 

How thus Viceroy did reign. 
And other truthH I shall unfold ; 

For truth is always plain. 

XXXII. 

The best of queens he hath revil'd. 

Before and since her death, 
He, cruel and ungrateful, smird - 

When she resigned her breath. 

XXXIII. 

Forgetful of the favours kind 

She had on him bestow'd, 
like Lucifer, his rancorous mind, 

He lov'd nor her nor God. 

» 3 
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Bat listen, Nero, lend thy ears. 
As still thou bast them on ; 

Hear what Britannia says, with tears, 
Of Anna dead and gone. 

XXXV. 

* Oh I sacred be her memory, 

* For ever dear her name ; 

* There never was, or ere can be, 

* A brighter, juster, dame. 

XXXVI. 

* Blest be my sons, and eke all those 

* Who on her praises dwell ; 

* She conquered Britain's fiercest foes, 

< She did all queens excel. 

XXXVII. 

* All princes, kings, and potentates, 

* Ambassadors did send; 

*' All nations, provinces, and states, 
' Sought Anna for their friend. 

XXXVIII. 

* In Anna they did all confide, 

' For Anna they could trust ; 

* Her royal faith they all had try'd, 

' For Anna still was just. 

XXXIX. 

* Truth, mercy, justice, did surround 

* Her awful judgment-seat ; 

* In her the graces all were found, 

* In Anna all complete. 



WHGI AHD BALLADS. IS9 

-XL. 

She held the swoid and balance ii{:ht| 
' And songlit her people's good; 
In clemency she did delight, 
' Her reign not stainM with blood. 

xu. 
Her gracious goodness, piety, 
' In all faer deeds did shine, 
And bounteous was her charity, 
' Ail attributes divine. • 

XLII. 

Consommate wisdom, meekness, all 

* Adom'd the words she spoke, 
When thej from her fair lips did fall, 

' And sweet her lorely look. 

xtiii. 
Ten thousand glorious deeds to crown« 

' She caus'd dire war to cease ; 
A greater empress ne'er was known, 

* She fix'd the world in peace. 

XLIT. 

This last and godlike act achiey'd, 

* To heav'n sbe wing'd her flight ; 
Her loss with tears all Europe griey'd, 

* Their strength and dear delight. 

XLy. 
Lekye we in bliss this heay'nlj saints 

* Reyere, ye just, her um; 
Her virtues high and excelleat, 

* Astrea gone, we vouni* 
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XLTI. 

* Commemorate, my Sons, the day 
' Which gaye great Amia birth ; 

' Keep it for ever and for aye, 
< And annual be your mirth.' 

XLVII. 

Illustriont George now fills the throne. 

Our wise benign good king ; 
Who can his wondrous deeds make known. 

Or his bright actions sing ? 

XLVIII. 

Thee, fay'rite Nero, he has deign'd 

To raise to high degree ! 
Well thou thy honours hast sustained. 

Well TOttch'd thy ancestry. 

XLIX. 

But pass — These honours on thee laid, 
Can they e*er make thee white ? 

Don't Gaphny's blood, which thou hast shed. 
Thy guilty soul affright ? • ' 

L. 

Ohl is there not, grim mortal, tell. 

Places of bliss and woe ? 
Oh I is there not a heav'n, a hell ? 

Bnt whither wilt thou go ? 

u. 
Cam nought change thy obdurate mind ? 

Wilt thou for ever rail? 
The prophet on thee well refin'd, 

And set thy wit to s^le. 
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UI. 

How then art lost to sense and shame 
Three coimtries witness be; 

Thj conduct all just men do bhune, 
lA*ra no» Dowiine. 

LDI. 

Dame Justice waits thee, well I ween, 
Her sword is brandishM high $ 

Hong^bt can thee from her vengeance 
Nor canst thou from her fly. 

LIV- 

HeaTj her ire will fall on thee, 
The glittering steel is sores 

Sooner or later* all agree. 
She cats oiT the impure* 

LV. 

To her 1 leave thee, gloomy Peer, 
Think on thy crimes committed} 

Repent, and be for once sincere. 
Thou ne*er wilt be De-Witted. 
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DOWN-HAIX, 

▲ BAU.AD. 

To ike Tune of King John md ike Jbboi tf 

Canierbttry» 

» 
Written in the year 17 15. 



I sing not old Jason who trayell'd thro' Greece* 
To kiss the fair maids and possess the rich fleece. 
Nor sing I iEneas, who, led by his mother, 
Got rid of one wife, and went far for another, 
Derrjf down^ down^ hey derry down. 

II. 
Nor him who thro' Asia and Europe did roam, 
Ulysses by name, who neVr car'd to go home, 
But rather desir*d to see cities and men. 
Than return to his farms and converse with old Fen, 
Derry down y &c. 

III. 
Hang Homer and Virgil ; their meaning to seek, 
A man must have pok'd into Latin and Greek ; 
Those who love their own tongue, we have reason 

to hope, 
"■'■ire read them translated by Dryden and Pope, 
^erry downy &c. 
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IV. 

Bat I sinp of exploits that haye lately b«en done 
Bj two British heroes callM Matthew and John*, 
And how they rid friendly from fine London town, 
Fur Essex to see, and a place they call Down, 
Deny down^ &c. 

V. 

Now ere they went ont, yon may rightly suppose 
How much they discoursed both in prudence and 

prose: 
For before this great journey was thoroughly con* 

certed. 
Full often they met, and as often they parted, 
Derrjf dtmn^ &c. 

VI. 

And thus Matthew said, Look yon here, my friend 

John, 
I fairiy have travelVd years thirty and one, 
And tho* I still carry'd my Sovereign's warrants, 
I only have gone upon other folks* errands, 
iierrgdomnj &c, 

VII. 

And now, in this joimey of life, 1 would have 

A place where to bait 'twixt the court and the grave, 

Wherifi^oyfttl to live, not unwilling to die — 

()id2o<As, I have just such a place In my eye^ 

Derry down^ &c 

* Matthew Prior, Esq, and John Mortey of HalMead la "tnts^, 
Esq. bred a butcher, (but was accounted one of the gretteiv 
'«Kl johbcrs in Sngland) and In honour of hit proftttion aaniL* 
ally killed a hog in the public market, and took • grotf for it. 
He«fldinx7}s. 
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TIII« 

There a^e gardens so statelj, and arbours so thickf 
A portal of stone, and a fabric of brick ; 
The matter next week shall be all in your pow'r; 
But the money, Gadzooks, must be paid in an hour, 
Derry down, &c. 

rx. 
FoF things in this world must by law be made 

certain; 
We both must repair unto Oliver Martin^ 
For he is a lawyer of worthy renown ; 
ril bring you to see he must fix you at Down, 
. Berry doum, &c. . 

X. 

Quoth Matthew, I know that from Berwick to 

Dover, 
YouVe sold all your premises over and over, 
And now if your buyers and sellers agree, 
You may throw all our acres into the South-sea, 
Derrydown, &c. 

XI. 

Buta wdrd to the purpose; to-morrow, dearfriead, 
We'll see what to-night you so highly (X)mmeod, 
And if with a garden and house I am blest. 
Let the devil and Coningsby* go with the rest, 
Derry down, &c. 

XII. 

Then answer'd 'Squire Morley, pray, get a calash, 
That in summer may bum and in winter may splash; 

• Lord Cottingst)/, with whom he had dificre^ 
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t love dirt and dust, an4 'tis always my pleasure 
To take with me much of the soil that I measure, 
Berry down^ &c. 

XIII. 

Bat Matthew thought better, for Matthew thought 

right. 
And hired a chariot so trim and so tight, 
That extremes both of winter and summer might 

pass. 
For one window was canyas, the other was glass, 
Derrythivfij Sec. 

xir. 
Draw up, quoth friend Matthew; pull down, quoth 

friend John ; 
We shall be both hotter and colder anon. 
Thus talking and scolding, thej forward did speed. 
And Ralpho pacM by, under Newman the Swede, 
Derry down, &c. 

XV. 

Into an old inn did this equipage roll. 
At a town thej call Hodsdon, the sign of the Bull, 
Nearanjmph with an um,that divides the highway. 
And into a puddle throws mother of tea, 
Deny down, &c» 

XVI. 

Come here, my sweet landlady, pray, how d'ye do ? 
Where is Cicily so cleanly, and Prudence, and ^ue ? 
And where is the widow that dwelt here below ? 
And the hostler that sung about eight years ago ? 
Derry down, &c. 

mOR. VOL. I. o 
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XVII- 

And where is jour sister, so oiild and so dearf 
liVhose voice to her maids like a trumpet was clear. 
By mj trotl\, she replies, jou grow jounger, I 

think; 
And pray, Tir, what wine does the geotlemaa 
drink ? 

Verry dawn, &c. 

XTIII. 

Why now let me die. Sir, or live upon tmit. 
If 1 know to which question to answer you first: 
Why thtnf^s since I saw you most strangely havt 

val-y'd } 
The hostler is hang'd and the widow is marry'dr 
JJerij/ down, &c. 

XIX.. 

And Prue left a child for the parish to nurs«, 
And (icily went off with a gentleman's purse; 
And as to my sister, so mild and so dear. 
She has lain in the church-yard full many a year, 
Lerijf down, &c. 

XX. 

Well, peace io her ashes ; what signifies grief?. 
She roasted red veal, and she powderd lean beef; 
Full nicely she knew to cook up a fine dish. 
For tough was her pullets, and tender her fish, 
Lerry denan, &c. 

XXI. 

for that matter, Sir, be ye 'squire, knigh^, or lord, 
Til give you whatever a good inn can afford : 
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I iboiild look OD mjiielf as uDhappilj sped, 
Did I 3ield to« sister, or living, or dead, 

Jierty down, &c. 

xxn. 
Of omttoD a delicate neck and a breast. 
Shall swim in the water In which the^r were drest j 
And because jon great folka are with rarities taken. 
Addle-eggs shall be next course, to stup with 
Tank bacon. 

xlfny dowfif Ac* 

XXIIf. 

Then supper was senr*d, and the sheets they were 

laid. 
And Morley most loYinglj whisper'd the maid. 
The maid I was she handsome ? why truly so so : 
But what Morlej whispered we never shall know, 

Derty down, &c. 

xxrr. 
Then up rose these heroes as brisk as the sun, 
And their hones, like his, were prepared to run: 
Now when in the morning Mattask'd for the score, 
John kindly had paid it the ev'ning before, 

Deny down, &c. 

XXV. 

Their breakfast so warm, to be sure they did eat, 

A costom,in travellers mighty discreet: 

And thus with great friendship and glee they went 

on, 
Te find out the place you shall hear off anon, 
CoUed Down, Down, hey dtrry down, 

o2 
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xxn. 

But 'what did they talk of from momiDg till Doon? 
Wh^r, of spots in the sun, and the nuiu in the moon ; 
Of the Czar*s gentle temper, the stocks in the City, 
The wise men of Greece, and the Secret Committee, 
Deny doum, &c. 

XX¥II. 

So to Harlow thej came $ and he v,wher& are j ou all ? 
Show us into the parlour, an4 mind when I call: 
Why, your maids have no motion, your men hare 

no life; 
Well, master, I hear you have buryM your wifCi 
Deny down, &c. 

XXVIII. 

Come this very instant, take care to provide 
Tea, sugar, and toast, and a horse and a guide. 
Are the Harrisons here,both the old and the youog ? 
And where stands fair Down, the delight ofmy sonff) 
Deny down, &c. 

XXIX. 

'Squire, to the grief of my heart I may say, 

1 have buryM two wives since you travelled this way; 
And the Harrisons both may be presently here ; 
And Down stands, I think, where it stood the last 

year, 
Deny down, &c. 

XXX. 

Then Joan brought the teapot, and Caleb the toasti 
And the wine was froth'd out by th« hand of fflioc 
host i 
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Bot ire dear'd our extempore banquet lo fast. 
That the Harrifloos both were forgot in the haste, 
Dtrry dnsnj &c. 

XXXf. 

!fow hej for Down-HaU s for the i^de he was 

got J 
The chariot was moanted, the hones did trot ; 
The guide he did bring us a dozen miles round ; 
But, oh t all in vain, for no Down could be found, 

XXXII. 

thou Popish guide, thou hast led us astray. 
Says he, How the devil should I know the w^ij ? 

1 never jet travel IM this road in my life ; 

But Down lies on the left, I was told by my wife, 
Deny dawn, &c. ' 

XXXIII. 

Thy wife, answer^ Matthew, when she went abroad. 
Ne'er told t^iee of half the bj-ways she had trod; 
Perhaps, she met friends,- and brought peace to 

thy house, 
But thou shalt go home witliout ever a sous. 
Deny down^ &c. 

XXXI v. 
What is this thing, Morley, and how can you mean 

it? 
We have lost qur estate here before we have seen it t 
Have patience, soft Moriey, in an^er, rtj^ly'd; 
To find out our way, let us send otf our guide, 
Deny dewn^ &c. 

o 3 
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O here I spy Down; cast yonr eje to the west. 
Where a windmill so stately stands plainly confest 
On the West ! reply'd Matthew, no windmill 1 

find; 
As well thou mayst tell me I see the west wind, 
Derrydomn^ &c. 

XXXTI. 

Now pardon me, Morley, the windmill 1 spy, 
Bat, faithful Achates, no house is there nigb. 
Look ag:ain, says mild Morley, Gadzooks you are 

blind; 
The mill stands before, and the bou«e lies behind, 
Lenif Down^ &c. 

XXXTII. 

O now a low ruin'd white shed I discern, 
UntilM and un^lazM, I believe 'tis a bam. 
A bam ! why you rave ; 'tis a house for a 'squire, 
A justice of peace, or a knight of our shire, 
Deny down^ &c. 

XXXYIII. 

A house should be built or with brick or with stone. 
Why, 'tis plaister and lath, and I think that's all 

one: 
And such as it is, it has stood with great fame, 
Been called a Hall, and has given its name 
Tq l>Qwn, Dowttf hey derry down. 

XXXIX. 

O Morley, Morley, if that be a Hall, 

The fame with the building will suddenly fall— 
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With Your friend Jemmj Gibbs about building 

ajrce, 
M)- business in land, and it matten not me, 
Deny dovcn^ &c. 

ICL. 

I wish jou could tell.\rliat the deace your head ails ; 
I showM you Do\ni-HalI, did you look for Ver- 
sailles? 
Then take house and farm as John Ballet will let ye, 
For better for worse, as I took my dame Betty, 
iJerry down, &c. . 

XLI. 

■And now, Fir, a word to the wise is enough; 

Vou'il make very little of all your old stuff; 

ind to buiid at* your age, by my troth you grow 
simple ; 

Are you young and rich, like the master of Wim- 
ple » ? ^ 
Berry down, &c. 

XLII. 

If you have these whims of apartments and gardens, 
I'roin twice fifty acres you*ll ne'er see five farthings ; 
And in yours I shall find the true gentleman's fate, 
JEre you finish your house you*lI have spent your 
estate, 
Berry down, &c. 

XLIII. ^ 

Now let us touch thumbs ; and be friends ere we part, 
Here, John, is my thumb ; and here, Mattjis my heart: 

* £dward, late Earl of Oxford. 



To Halstead I ipced, and ^o you back to tovn^ 
Thus ends the fint part of the Ballad of. Doim, 
Deny dm^ damn, key derty down. 



A SONG. 

If wine and music have the pow*r 

To ease the sickness of the soul, 
Let Phoebus ev'ry string: explore, 

And Bacchus fill the sprightly bowl: 
Let them their friend] j aid employ 

To make my Chloe^s absence light. 
And seek for pleasure, to destroy 

The sorrows of this live-long night, 
fiut she to-morrow will return $ 

Venus, be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles strow, thy odours bum, 

And meet thy fav'rite nymph in state. 
Kind Goddess, to no other pow'rs 

Let us to-morrow's blessings own, 
Thy darling Loves shall guide the hours, 

AjmI all the day be thine alone. 
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SONGS SET TO MUSIC 

BT THE ItfOST KtOfiZHT MASTERS. 



I. SET BY MR. ABEL. 

Aeading ends in melancholy^ 

Wine breeds vices and diseases, 
Wealth is but care, and love but folly, 

Only friendship truly pleases. 
My wealth, my books, my flask, my Molly, 

Farewell all, if friendship ceases. 



II. SET BY MR. PURCELL 



I. 



»V HiTHEU would my passion run ? 

Shall 1 fly her or pursue her ? 
Losing^ her, I am undone, 

Yet would not gain her, to undo her, 

II. 
Ye tyrants of the human breast. 

Love and Reason ! cease your war, ^ 
And order death to give me rest. 

So each will equal triumph share. 
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m. SET BY MB. D£ FESCH. 

I. 

OTREPHOHETTA, whj d*>e Hj me^ 

With f uch rigour in jour eyes ? 
Ob 1 'tis cruel to dcaj me. 

Since joiir chamu I so much prize. 

II. 
But I plainly see the reason 

Why in vain I jou pursu'd ; 
Her to gain 'twas out of season. 

Who before the chaplain woo'd. 

IV. SET BY MR. SMITH. 
I. 

i^oBi E, weep no more, for 'tis in Tain ; 

Torment not thus your pretty heart ; 
Think, Flavia, we may meet again. 

As wcU as that we now must part. 

u. 
You sigh and weep ; the gods neglect 

That precious dew your eyes let fall ; 
Our joy and grief with like respect 

They mind, and that is not at all. 

III. 
We pray, in hopes they will be kind^ 

As if they did regard our state ; 
They hear, and the return we find, 

Is, that no pray'rs can alter Fate. 
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IT. 

Then clear your brow and look more gaj ; 

Do not younelf to grief resipi ; 
Who knows, but that those powers may 

The pair they now have parted joui ? 

V. 

But since they have thus cruel been* 

And could such constant loTcrs sever, 
I dare not trust, lest now they're in. 

They should divide us two lor ever. 

▼I. 
Then, Flavia* come, and let tts grieve, 

Bememb'riag, though, upon what soon r 
This oar last parting look believe. 

Believe we must embrace no more. 

VII. 

Yet should our sun shine out at last. 

And Fortune, without more deceit. 
Throw but one reconciling cast 

To make two wandering lover* meet ; 

viit. 
How great would then our pleasure be. 

To find Heav'n kinder than heliev'di 
And we who had no hopes to see 

Each other, to be thus deceiv*d I 

But say, should Heav'n bring no relief^ 
Suppose our sun should never rise. 

Why then« what's due to such a grief 
We've paid already with our eye*. 
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V. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

I. 

JLiBT peijnrM fair Amjnta know 
What for her §ake I underi^o ; 
Tell her, for her how I sustain 
A ling'ring fever's wasting pain $ 
Tell her the torments I endnre. 
Which only, only she can cure. 

IE. 

But, oh ! she scorns to hear or setf 
The wretch that lies so low as me ; 
Her sndden gpreatness turns her brain, 
And Strephon hopes, alas ! in vain ; 
For ne'er 'twas found (tho' often try'd) 
That Pity ever dwelt with Pride. 



VI. SET BY MR. SMITH. 
I. 

X niLUS, since we have both been kind, 

And of each other had our fill. 
Tell me what pleasure you can find 

In forcing Nature 'gainst her will. 

n. 
'Tis true, you may with art and pain 

Keep in some glowings of desire. 
But still those glowings which rtmain 

Are only ashes of the fire. 
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III. 

Then let u» free each other'i nofA^ 
And laugh at the dull coDBtont fool. 

Who would Love's liberty controul 
And teach us how to whine by rule. 

Let us no impositions set, 

Or clogs upon each other's heart f 

But as for pleasure first we met, 
So now for pleasure let us part. 

V. 

We both have ipenf our stock of love. 

So consequently should be free ; 
Thynis expects you in yon grove. 

And pretty Cbloris stays for me. 



VII. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

I. 

•Thiulis, this pious talk give o'er, 
And modestly pretend no more, 

It is too plain an art : 
Surely you take me for a fool, 
And would by this prove ipe so dull 

As not to know your heart. 

II. 
In vain yon fancy to deceive ; 
For truly I can ne'er believe 

Bat this is all a shajn ; 

TOL. I. ' 



1 
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Since any one maj plainly see 
You'd only laye youneif with me. 
And with another daimi. 



Vlir. SET BY MR. SMITH. 

I. 

Still, Dorinda, I adore ; 

Think I mean not to deceire ye. 
For I lov'd you much before, 
And, alas ! qow love yon more, 

Tho* I force ipyself to leave yon^ 

II. 
Staying, I my vows shall fail. 

Virtue yields as loye g^rows stronger f 
Fierce desires will prevail, 
You are fair and I am frail. 

And dare trust myself no longer. 

IIT. 

Yon, my love, too nicely coy. 

Lest I should have gained the treasnrt^ 
Made my ▼ows and oaths destroy 
The pleasing hopes I did enjoy 

Of all my future peaoe and pJeainre. 

IV. 

To my vows I have been true. 
And in silence hid my anguish ; 

But I cannot promise, too. 

What my love may make me do, ' 
While with her for whM» I languisii. 
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T. 

For ifi thee strange icacrc lies. 

And mj heart is too, too tender ; 
NothiD^'s proof against those eyes. 
Best resolves and sfrlcteit ties 

To their force must soon surrender. 

in. 
But^ Dorinda, you're severe, 

I mud) doating^ tbus to sever ; 
Since from all 1 bold most dear, 
TJwt jou may no longer fejar, 

1 ditoroe myself for ever. 



DC. SET BY MR. DE FESCH* 

I. 

Is it, Love, thy want of eyes. 

Or by the Fates decreed. 
That hearts so seldom sympathiser 

Or fox each other bleed i 

n. 
If thou wouldst make two youthful hearts 

One.am'rous shaft obey, 
H'would save the expence of darts, 

And more extend thy sway. 

IIL. 

Forbear, alas ! thus to destroy 
Thyself, thy growing pow'r, 

For that which would be stretch'd by joy 
Despair will so^n devour. 

p2 
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It. 

Ah ! vonod then my relentless fair, 
For thy own sake and mine, 

That bomidless bliss may be my share, 
And double glory thine. 



X. SET BY MR. SMITH. 

Why, Harry, what ails you ? why look you w 

sad ? 
To thint, and ne'er drink, will make you stark 

mad. 
'Tis the mistress, the friend, and the bottle, old 

hoy, 
Which create all the pleasure poor mortals enjoy j 
But wine of the three's the most cordial brother, 
For one it relieves, and it strengthens the other. 



XI. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

f. 

JVioRELLA, charming without art, 

And kind without design. 
Can never lose the smallest part 

Of such a hgart as mine. 
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Obli^'d a tboasand lev ral ways. 
It ne er c<tn break her chj*iiu, 

Wiiiie paMioDy which her beauties raise^ 
Mj piaiitade maiotaioj. 



XIL SET BY MR. SMITH. 

I. 

Onrcs mj words, tho' oe'er so tender^ 

With sincerest truth e<pres^» 
CaoBot make your heart surrender, 

Nor BO much as warm your breast s 

II. 
What will move the strings of Nature ? 

What will make you think me true ? 
Tell me, thou mysterious creature. 

Tell poor Strephon what wili do. 

III. 
Do not, Charmion, rack your loTer 

Thus, by seeming not to know 
What §0 plainly all discover, 

What his eyes so plainly show. 

IV. 

Fair one, 'tis yourself tieceivini^, 
Tis against your reason's laws ; 

Atheists like, (th* effect perceiving) 
Still to disbelieve the cause. 

T 5 . 
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XIII. SET BY MR.DB FESCH, 

I. 

■L^ovE !' inform thj faithful creature 

How to Iceep his fair one's heart ; 
Must it be by truth of nature, 

Or hy poor dissembling^ art ? 

II. 
Tell the secret, show the wonder, 

How we both nmy gain our ends ; 
I am lost if we're asunder, 

Ever tortur'd if we're friends. 



XIV. SET BY MR. SMITH. 
I. 

V/NCB I was unconfin'd and free, 

Would I had been so still ! 
Enjoying sweetest liberty, 

And roving at my will. 

II. 
But now, not master of my heart, 

Cupid does so decide. 
That two she tyrants shall it part, 

And so poor me divide. ' 

III. 
Victoria's will I must obey. 

She acts without controul ; 
\ 



I 
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Phillis has such a taking way, 
She charms mv very soul. 

IV. 

Deceived by Phillis' looks and smil s 

Into her snares I run ; 
Victoria shows me all her wiles, 

Which yet I dare not shun. 

V. 

From one I fancy ev'ry kiss 

Has something in't divine, 
And awful taste the balmy bliss 

That joins her lips with mine 

VI. 

But when with toother I embrace, 

Tho' she be not a queen; 
Methinks 'tis sweet, with such a lass, 

To tumble on the green. 

' VII. 

Thus here you see a shared heart. 

But I mean while the fool 
£ach in it has an equal part. 

But neither yet the whole. 

vm 
^'or Will it, if I right forecast. 

To either wholly yield ; 
I find the time approaches fast 

When both must quit the field. 



1 
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XV. SET BY MR. DB FESCH. 

I. 

r AREWELL, Amynta, we must part ! 

The charm has lost iti pow'r. 
Which held so fast mj captiF'd heart 

Until this fatal hour. 

ir. 

Hadst thou not thus mj love abusM, 

And usM me ne*er so ill, 
Thy cruelty I had excused. 

And I had lov*d thee still, 

ur. 
But know, m J soul disdain'd thj swaj^ 

And scorns thy charms and thee. 
To which each fluttering; coxcomb may 

As welcome be as me. 

IV. 

Think in what perfect bliss you reign'd, 

How lov'd before thy fall. 
And now, alas ! how much disdainM 

By me, and scom'd by all. 

V. 

Yet thinking of each happy hour 
Which 1 with thee have spent. 

So robs my rage of all its pow'r, 
That 1 almost relent. 
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▼I. 

Bat pride will never let me bow ; 

No more thj charms can move ; 
Yet thou art worth my pity now, 

Because thou hadst my love. 



»Ti 



XVI. SET BY MR SMITH 

a. 

Accept, my Love, as true a heart 

Ag ever lover gave ; 
Tis free (it vows) from any art. 

And proud to be your slave. 

"• 
TbcD take it kindly, as Hwas meant, 

And let the giver live, 
Who with it would the world have sent 

Had it been his to give. 

III. 
And that Dorinda may not fear 

I e'er will prove untrue. 
My vows shall, ending with the year. 

With it begin a new. 



166 flOHfiS JJIB BAULAIM. 



XVII. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

I. 

JNiAifirr blushes when I woo her. 

And with kindlj chiding eyes 
Faintly says I shall undo her ; 

Faintly, forbear ! she cries. 

II. 

But her breads while I am pressing;. 

While to hers my lips I join, 
Wann*d, she seems to taste the blessini;, 

And her kisses answer mine. 

III. 
Undebauch*d by rules of honour. 

Innocence with Nature charms ; 
One bids gently push me from her. 

T'other take me in her arms. 



XVIII. SET BY MR. SMITH. 

I. 

biNCB we your husband daily sec 

So jealous out of season, 
Pfaillis, let you and I agree 

To make him so with reasoa^t 
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II. 

riDTex'd to think that eT*i7 nifl^bt 

A lor, within thy arms, 
Tasting the most dirine delight, 

Should sullj all your charms. 

III. 
While fretting^ I. mast lie alone, 

(orsinif the Powers divine. 
That node^ervedly have thrown 

A pearl uito a fwine. 

IV. 

Then, Fhillis, heal mj wounded hearty 

Mj huniing paMion cool ; 
let me at least in thee have part 

With thy insipid fool. 

V. 

let him hy night his joys pursue, 

And hionder in the dark. 
While 1 by day enjoying you. 

Can see to hit the mark. 



XIX. SET BY MR. C. R. 

p • 

* Hitus, give this humour over, 

, ^e too long have time abus*d ; 
I shall turn an errant rover 
If the avonr"! itiU refused. 
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II. 

Faith, *t]s nonsense out of measure, 

Without ending, thus to see 
Womtn forcM to taste a pleasure. 

Which thej love as well as we, 

III. 
Let not pride and foUj share jou, 

We were made but to enjoy 9 
Ne'er will age or censure spare jou 

£'er the more for being coy. 

IV. 

Never fancy time's before you ; 

Youth, believe me, willaway ; 
Then, alas ! who will adore you, 

Or to wrinkles tribute pay ? 

V. 

jkll the swains on you attending ' 

Show how much your charms deserw ; 

But, miser-like, for. fear of spending, 
You amidst your plenty starve. 

VI. 

While a thousand freer lasses, 

Who their youth and charms employ^ 
Tho* your beauty theirs surpasses, 

Live in far more perfect joy. 
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XX. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

T. 

SiwcE by ill fate I'm forc'd awaj. 

And gnatch'd so soon from those dear arms, 
Agakst my will I must obey, 

And leave those sweet endeariD^ charms. 

ir. 
Yet stiH lo?e on, and never fear 

But you and constancy will prove 
Enongh my present flame to bear, 

And make me, tho' in absence, love. 

III. 
For tho' your presence Fate denies, 

I feel, alas ! the killing smart, 
And can with nndiscemed eyes 

Behold your picture ia my heart. 



XXI. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

T 

* OUCH the lyre, touch ev'ry string ; 

Touch it, Orpheus ; I will ting 

A WBg which shall immortal be, 

^ince she I sing's a deity ; 

A Leonora, whose blest birth 

Has no rehuion to this earth. 

VOL. I.' Q 
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XXII. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

r. 

Iir Tain, alas ! poor Strephon tries 
' To ease his tortnr'd breast, 
Since Amoret the core denies, 

And makes his pain a jest. 

If. 
Jih ! fair one, whj to me so coj. 

And why to him so true ? 
Who with more coldness slights the joj 

Than I with love pnrsue. 

III. 
Die, then, unhappy lorer, die $ 

For since she gives thee death, 
The world has nothing that can buy 

A minute more of breath. 

IV. 

Yet tho' I could your scorn outlive, 

'Twere folly, since to me 
Not love itself a joy can give 

But Amoret in thee. 



XXIII. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

I. 

W ELL, I will never more complain, 
Or call the Fates unkind ; 
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Alai ! bow fond it is, how vain I 
But self-ocNiceitedness does reifo 

In eT'ry mortal mind. 

II. 
Til true, they laag did me denj. 

Nor would pennit a sight ; 
I ra^*d, for I could not etpj. 
Or think that an^ hann could lie 

Disgnis'd in that delight. 

lU. 

At last, mj wishes to fulfil, 

Tbey did their powV resign ; 
I saw her, but I wish I still 
Had been obedient to their will^ 

And thej not unto mine. 

Yet I by this have leam'd the wit 

Never to grieve or fret ; 
Contentedly I will submit. 
And think that best which they think fit. 

Without the least regret. 



XXIV. SET BY MR. C. R. 

• I. 

^HLOE beauty has and wit, 

And an air that is not common ; 

Ev'ry charm in her does meet, 
Fit to make a handsome woman. 

Q 2 
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n. 
But we do not only find 

Here a lovely face or feature. 
For she's merciful and kind ; 

Beauty's answered by good-nature. 

III. 
She is always doing good,' 

Of her favours never sparing, 
And, as all good Christians should. 

Keeps poor mortals from despairing. 

IV. 

Jove the pow'r knew of her charms. 
And that no mah could endure 'em, 

So providing 'gainst all harms. 

Gave to her the pow'r to cure *em. 

v. 
And 'twou'd be a cruel thing, 

When her black eyes have rais'd desire. 
Should she not her liucket bring, 

And kindly help to quench the fire. 



XXV. 

I. 



Since Moggy I mun bid adieu, 

How can I help despairing ? 
Let cruel Fate us sdll pursue. 

There's nought more worth my caria^. 
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II. 



Fwas 9he alone could calm mj soal, , 

When racking thoughts did grieve me i 
Her eyes my trouble cou'd contro«l, 
And into joys deceive me. 

III. 
Farewell, ye brooks ! no more along 

Your banks mun I be walking : 
No more you*ll hear my pipe or song. 
Or pretty Moggy's talking. 

IV. 

But I by death an end will give 
To grief, since we mun sever ; 

For who can after parting live 
Ought to be ^vretched ever. 



XXVI. 

I. 

Some kind angel^ gently flying, 
Mov'd with pity at my pain, 

Tell Corinna I am dying. 
Till with joy we meet again. 

Tell Corinna, since we parted 
I have never known delight, 

And shall soon be broken-hearted 
If I longer want her sight. 

q3 
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, III. 

Tell her how her lover, mourning, 
Thinks each lazy day a year, 

Cursing evVy morn returning, 
Siucc Corinna is not here. 

IV. - . . 

Tell her, too, not distant places, 

Wiil slie be but true and kind, 
Join'd with time and change of faces, 

E'er shall shake m^ constant mind. 



i^iW W KW' H 



XXVII. 

T. Haste, my Nannette, 

My lovely maid. 
Haste to the bow'r 
Thy swain has made. 

II. For thee alone 
I made the bow'r 
And strewM the couch 
With many a flowV. 

III. None but my sheejp 
Shall near us come : 
Venus be prais'd 

My sheep are dumb. 

IV. Great God of love 
Take thou my crook 



V 
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To keep the wolf 
iProm Nannette'i flock. 

▼. Guard thou tlie iheep. 
To her so dear ; 
Mj own, alas ! 
Are less my care. 

Ti. But of the wolf 
If thou Vt afraid, 
Come not to us 
To call for aid ; 

▼II. For with her swain 
My love shall stay, 
Tho* the wolf stroll 
And the sheep stray. 



XXVIII. NELLY 

I. 

Whilst others proplaim 
This nymph or that swain, 

Dearest Nelly the lovely Til sing) 
She shall grace ev ry verse, 
I'll her beauties rehearse, 

Which lovers can't think an ill ibmg, 

II. 
Her 9yes shine as bright 
As stars in the night ; 
H«r complexion g divinely fair; 
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Her lips red as a cherry, 
WouM a hermit mal^e merrj. 

And black as a coal is her hair. 

III- 
Her breath, like a rose, 
Its sweets does disclose. 

Whenever jou ravish a kiss i 
Like iv^ry inchas'd. 
Her teeth are well placed ; 

An exquisite beauty she is. 

IV. 

Her plump breasts are white, 
Delighting the sight. 

There Cupid discovers her charms ; 
Oh ! spare then the rest. 
And think of the best i 

'Tis heav*n to die in her arms. 

V. 

She's blooming as May, 
Brisk, lively, and gay. 

The Graces play all round about her $ 
She's prudent and witty, 
^ings wondrously pretty. 

And there is no living without her. 



TALES. 
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THE TURTLE AND SPARROW. 

AN ELEGIAC TALE *. 



•uehiwd an unfrequented glade, 

^^re yew and myrtle mix their shade> 

A widow Turtle pensive sat, 

And wept her murder'd lorer's fate. 

The Sparrow chanc'd that way to w^ky 

(A bird that loves to chirp and talk) 

Be gore he did the Turtle greet. 

She answered him as she thought dteet: 

Sparrows and Turtles, by the by, 

Can think as well as yqu or I ; 10 

Bat how they did their thoughts express 

The margin shows by T. and S. 

T. My hopes are lost, my joys are fled, 
Alas ! I weep Columbo dead : 
Come, all ye winged Lovers, come. 
Drop pinks and daisies on his tomb ; ^ 

* This piece was written upon the sincere affection shown 
by q^ Anne for the loss of her Royal Consort, 1708. 
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Sini^y Philomel, his fan'ial verse. 

Ye pious Redbreasts, deck his heane ; 

Fair Swains, extend your djini^ throats, 

Columbo's death requires joar notes ; 20 

For him, my friend, for him I moan. 

My dear Coiumbo, 4ead and gone. 

Stretch'd on the bier Colmnbo lies. 
Pale are his cheeks, and clos*d his eyes; 
Those cheeks, where beauty smiling lay. 
Those eyes, where love «rais ns'd to play ; 
Ah 1 cruel Fate, alas ! how soon 
That beauty and those joys are flown ! 

Columbo is no more : ye Floods, 
Bear the sad sound to distant woods i 50 

The sound let Echo's voice restore, 
And say, Columbo is no more. 

Ye Floods, ye Woods, ye Echoes, moan 

My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 
The Dryads all forsook the wood. 

And mouraful/^aiads round me stood. 

The tripping Fawns and Fairies came, 

AU conscious of our mutual flame, 

To sigh for him, with me to moan, 

My dear Columbo, dead and gone. ^ 

Venus disdain'd not to appear. 

To lend my grief a friendly ear ; 

But what avails her kindness now ? 

She ne'er shall hear my second vow : 

The loves that round their mother fl^w, 

Did in her face her sorrows view i 
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Their di'oopiiii^ ivini^ tbe.y penaiTe hung*. 

Their arrows broke, their bowt nnstmnf ; 

Tbej beard attentive what I lald. 

And wept with me, Colombo dead : 50 

For him I sif h, for him I moan, 

Mj dear Colombo, dead and fone. 

^if oom to weep, ^reat Venpi said, 
^is JoTe*s akme to be obejr'd $ 
Nor birds nor goddesses can move 
The just behests of fatal Jove : 
1 saw thy mate with sad regret, 
Aod corsM the fowler's cmel net : 
Ah I dear Cohtmbo, how he fell. 
Whom Tnrtorella lov'd so well t 60 

I saw him bleeding on the gpround. 
The sight tore up my ancient wound i 
And whilst yon wept, alas I I cry'd, 
Colombo and Adonis dyM. 

Weep, all je streams, je mountains, groan ; 
I moani Colnmbo dead and gone t 
Still let my tender grief complain, 
Nor daj not night that grief restrain ; 
I Mid, and Venns still replj'd, 
Columbo and Adonis dj'd. 70 

h. Poor Tnrtorella, hard thy case, 
And just thy tears, alas, alas ! 

T. And bait thou lov'd, and canst thou bear 
With pUeoos heart a lover's care ? 
Come, then, with me thy sorrows join. 
And case my woes, by telling thine ; 



For tlMM, poor bird, prrhajw majst moan 
Some Pass4*relu., de^d and gone. 

^. Dame 1 urtie, this runs soft in rhjrmey 
Bat neither suits the place nor time ;. SO 

The fowier « hand, vhose cruel care 
For dear Colombo set the snare. 
The snare a^in for thee ma\ set ; 
Two birds may perish in one net : 
Thon shonldst avoid this cruel field. 
And sorrow should to prudence jield. 
'Tis sad to die— 

T. It majF be so ; 

'TIs sadder vet to live in woe. 

S. When widows use their canting strain, 90 
Thej seem resolved to wed again. 

T. \then wid'wers would this truth disproTC, 
Thej never tasted real love, 

S. Love is soft jot and gentle strife, 
Hi^ efforts all depend on life t 
When he has thrown two golden dart^,, 
And struck the lovers' mutual hearts, 
Of his black shafrs let Death send one, 
Alas the pleasing game is done ; 
111 is the poor survivor sped, 100 

A corpse feels mighty cold in bed. 
Venus said right, Nor tears can more 
Nor plaints revoke the will of Jove. 

All must obey the general doom, 
Down frcm Alcidts to Tom Thumb. 
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Grim PhrtD will Mft be vitkstood 
Bj force or cnft, TaU Robnhood, 
A« well M lUUe Jofea, u dcftd« 
(Yoa Mc bow ilcef ly i am read) 
With Fate't ten tipttiiff bom en dodfc, 1 10 
He'll IfaMi jott oat wbeve'cr yov lodct. 
A jazy to finii bif ^en'nl pow'r. 
In ▼an abfconded in a iow'r s 
An idk loeae Tjtbonw acted, 
Wben to a gtmihopptr contncted. 
Deatb f track them in thofe ibafCi acaia. 
At oBoe be did wfaea tbey were men. 
For reptilct pcridiy plant* decay ; 

Flesh is bnc gnmt graw tnnw to bay^ 

And haj to dangry m' ^vV ^ ^7* 120 

Thns beads eztiemel j nice discover 

That folks Biay die, soow ten times ofcr i 

Bat oft bj too refin'd a tonch 

To piore tbing^s plain, tbej prore too mndi. 

Wbate'er Pytbagoras may say» 

(For eacb, yon know, will bave bis way) 

Witb great sabnossion I pronounce 

That peopte die no more dian once s 

But onoe is snre, and deatb is common 

To bird and man, inchidiBg woman: ISO 

From the spread eagl^ to tbe wren, 

Alas 1 no mortal fowl knows wben. 

AU tbat wear featben, iist or last, 
Mwt one day pctcb on Gban»*s 
niom. toL« I. » 
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Must lie beneath the cypress shade. 
Where Strada's nightingale was laid. 
Those fowls who seem alive to sit. 
Assembled by Dan Chaucer's wit. 
In prose have slept three hundred years, 
Exempt from worldly hopes and fears, 140 

And, laid in state upon their hcaEse,. 
Are truly but embalm'd in verse. 
As sure as Lesbians Sparrow I, 
Thou sure as Prior's Dove, most die, 
And ne'er a^ain from Lethe's streams 
Return to Adda or to Thames. 
' T. I therefore weep Columbo dead, - 
My hopes bereav'd,, my pleasures fled ; 
I ^erefore must for ever moan ■ 
My dear Colombo^ dead and gone. '150 

S. Columbo never sees your tears. 
Your cries Columbo never hears ; 
A wall oj brass and one of lead 
Divide the living from the dead : ' 
Repell'd by this, the gathered rain 
Of tears beats back to earth again ;. 
In t'other the collected sound 
Of groans, when once receiv'dy is di«wn'd» 
'Tis therefore vain one hour to grieve' 
What time itself can ne'er retrieve. J6d 

By nature soft, Tknow a dove 
Can never. live withant her lover 
Then quit thif flame, and light another, 
Dame, I advise you lilce a brother. 
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T. Wliati 1 to make a second choice ! 
in other noptiab to nyoice ! 

9. Why not, jsvf bird ?«-• 

T. — ^No, Spanow, no ; 
Let me indulj^e my pleasin^^ woe : 
Thiu sif^hiBi:, oooini^, ease my pain, 170 

Bot never wish JM>r love again : 
Diitress'd, for ever let me moan 
My dear Colnmbo, dead and gone. 

S. Our winged friends thro' all the groT« 
Contemn thy mad excess of love : 
I tell thee. Dame, the other day 
I met a parrot and a jay, 
Who mock'd thee in their mimic tone, 
And wept Colombo, d<^ and gone. 

T. Whatever the jay or parrot said, 1 80 

My hopes are lost, my joys are fled. 
And I for ever must deplore 
Colombo, dead and gone.— S. Encore I 
For shame, forsake tbi^ Byon-style ; 
We*U talk an hour and walk a mile. 
Does it with sense or health agree 
To sit thus moping on a tree ? 
To throw away a widow's life, 
When you again may be a wife ? 
Come on. Til tell you my amours % 1 90 

Who knows but they may influente yours ? 
Example draws when precept fails, 
And sermon^ are less read than tales. 

n2 
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* 

T. Sparrowy I take thee for my friend i 

As such will hear thee: I deseendi 

Hop on and talk ; but, hcmett bird, 

Take care that no immodest word 

May venture to offend my ear* 

S. Too saint-like Turtle, never fear; 

By method thin^ are best discnst, 200 

Be^in we then with wife the first:. 

A handsome, senseless, awkward fool. 

Who would not yield, and could not rule, 

Her actions did her charms disgrace. 

And still her tongue talk'd of her face s 

Count me the leaves of yonder tree, 

So many diff'rent wills had she, 

Andj like the leayes, as Chance indin'd, 

Those wills were chang'd with ev'ry wind : 

She courted the beau-m&nde to-night, 210 

L*as8emblee her supreme delight; 

The next she sat immur'd, unseen. 

And in full health ei^oy'd the spleen ; 

She censur'd that, she alter'd this. 

And with great care set all amisB4 

She now could chide, now laugh, now cry, 

Now sing, now pout, all God knows why: 

Short was her reign, she ^cough'd and dy'd. 

Proceed we to my second bride. 

Well horn she was, genteely bred, 220 

And buxom both at board and bed ; 

Glad to oblige, and pleas'd to please. 

And, as Tom Southern wisely says, 
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\o otlier fault bad she in life, 

But only that the was mj wife *. 

Oh widow Turtle ! ev'rythe, 

(So nature's pleasure does decree) 

Appears a Goddess till -evjoj'd i 

Bat birds, and men, and Gods, are doj'd. 

Was Hercules one woman's man ? 2 JO 

Or Jove for erer Leda's swan ? 

Ah ! Madam, cease to be mistaken, 

few mari^'d fowl peck Dunmow bacon. 

Variety alone gives joy ; 

The sweetest meats the soonest cloy. 

^^%at Sparrow, Dame, what Dove alive, 

Tbo* Venus should the chariot drive, 

^t would accuse the harness* weight. 

If always coupled to one mate. 

And often wish the fetter broke ? 240 

lis freedom but 'to change the yoke. 

T. Impious wish to wed again. 
Ere death dIssoVd the former chain t 

S. Spare your remark, and hear the rest. 
She brought me smis, but Jove be blest, 
She dy'd in childbed on the nest. 
Well, rest her bones, quoth I, she's gone ; 
Bat mnst I, therefore, lie alone i 
What, ami to her mem'ry ty*d ? 
Must I not live because she dy'd ? 250 

And thus I logically said, 
('Tin good to have a reas'nhig head) 

• Sec the Wife's Excuse, a comedy. 
K 3 
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For death dissoWd the maniage-kttot : 

She was, etmceda^ dnnag Me; 

Bat is a piece of day a nife } 

Again, if not irife, do je iee« 

Why then, no kio at all to nie $ 

And he who gen'ral tean can shed. 

For folks that happen to be dead, 20O 

Maj e*en with e^[aal justice moma 

For those who never yet were boot. 

T. Those points, indeed, yon^naintly piOTe, 
Bnt loj^ic is no friend to love. 

S. M J children then were just pen»feather'd ; 
Soi^e little corn for tbem I gathered, 
And sent them to my spouse^s mother, 
So left that btood to get another : 
And as old Harry whilom said, 
Beilectmg on Anne Boleyn dead, ^0 

Cocksbones, I now again do stand, 
The joUy'st bachelor i' th' land. 

T« Ah me t my joys, my hopes are fled ; 
My first, my only love is dead ; 
With endless g^ief let me bemoan 
Columbo's loss 

S. Let me go on, 

As yet my fortane Was but narrow i 
I woo'd my cousin, Philly Sparrow, 
O* th' elder honse of Chirping-£nd, 280 

From whence the yomiger bramsb deMehd. 
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Well Mated in a field of pease. 

She ]iT*d, extremely at her eaM $ 

But when the hooey^moom was past, 

The Ibllownig Btfihts were soon o'ercast { 

^he kept her own, coald plead the law, 

Aad quarrel for a bailey-straw : 

Both, jou maj judge, became less kind, 

As more we knew each other's mind. 

She soon grew svHen^ I haid-bearted i 290' 

M> scolded, hated, fought, and parted* 

To London, blessed town, I went { 

She boarded at a larm in Kent : 

A niagpje.from the country fed, 

And kindly told me she was dead ; 

I pnm'd my feathen, cock d my tail, 

And set my heart again to sale. 

My fourth, a mere coquette, or such 
I thought her, nor avails it much. 
If true or &lse : our troubles spring 300 

More from the £aicy than the thing. 
Two staring horas, t often said, 
But ill become a Spanow's head ; 
But then to set that balaaoe even. 
Your cuckold Sparrow goes to heav'n. 
The thing you fear, suppose is done. 
If you inquire, yon make it known % 
Whilst at the root your homs are sore. 
The more you somtdi they adie the mere. 
But turn Ae tables and reflect, 310 

All may not be that yon suspect : 



JS8 TA&E8. 

By the mind's eje the honis we mesui 

Are only in ideas seen $ 

^Tis from the inside o* the head 

Their branches shoots tbefr antlers spread ; 

Fmitfnl suspicions often bear 'em, 

Ydu feel 'em from the time yon fear 'em ; 

Cuckoo ! Cuckoo t that echo'd word 

Oileiids the ear of Tuli^ar bird ; 

But those of finer taste have found, 320 

There's nothing in't beside the sound. 

Preferment always waits on horns. 

And household peace the gift adorns : 

This way or that let factions tend, 

The spark is stiii the cuckold's friend z 

This way or that let madam roam, 

Well pleas 'd and quiet she comes home. 

Now weigh the ple^sute with the pain. 

The plus and minus, loss and gain. 

And what La Fontaine laughing says ^30 

Is serious truth in such a case : 

* ^"^ho slights the evil finds it least $ 

*' And who does nothing does the best.' 

I never strove to rule the roast. 

She ne'er refos'd to pledge my toast : 

In visits if we chanc'd to meet, 

I seem'd obliging, she discreet : 

We neither mneh caiess'd, nor strove, 

But good dissembling past for love. 

T. Whatever of light our^eye may know, 340 
'Tis only light itself can show ; 
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Wliate'er of loye our bcarti can feel» 
^is mntoal love alone can tell. ' 

S. My pretty, am'rous, foolith bin!, 
A momcBt^B patience. In one irord, 
Tlie diiee kind sitters broke tiie chain i 
She dj'dy I moiim'd, and woo'd af^ain. 

T. Let me-wtth jnster i^ef deplore 
My dear Colombo, now no more i 
Let me with constant tears bewail*- 350 

S. Tour aoirow does but spoil my tale. 
My fifth rtie proved a jealons wile. 
Lord shield as all from such a life t 
Twas doubt, complamt, reply, chtt-chat> 
^was this to-day, to-morrow that. 
Sometimes, forsooth, upon the brook 
I kept a miss ; an honest rook 
Told it a snipe, who told a steer, 
Who told it those who told it her. 

One day a linnet and ^ lark 360 

Had met me strolling in the dark ; 
The next a woodcock and an owl, 
Qnicksighted, grave, and sober firwl, 
Wonld on their corp'ral oath allege 
I kiss'd a hen behind the hedge. 
Well, Madam Turtle, to be brief, 
(Repeating but renews our grieQ 
As once she watch'd me from a rail. 
Poor soul ! her footing ehanc*d to fail, 
And down she fell and broke her hip s 370 

The fever came, and then the pip : 
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Death did the only cure applj ; 
^e was at quiet, so was I. 

T. CotidLoireuiimoy'd these changes Tiewr 
His soitows as his joys are true. 

S. Miy dearest Doye, one wise man sa^s, 
Alluding^ to oiir present case, 
*■ We're here to-day and gone to-morrow,' 
Then what avails superfluous sorrow f 
Another iiiU as wise as he 3 SO 

Adds, that *■ a marry M man may see ' 
' Two happy hours ;' and which are they ? 
The first and last, perhaps, you'll say : 
'Tis true, when blithe she gfoes to bc^id. 
And when she peaceably lies dead ; 
' Women -'twixt sheets are best,' 'tis said, 
Be they of holland or of lead. 

Now cur'd of Hymen's hopes and fears^ 
And sliding down the vale of years, 
1 liop'd to fix my future rest, 390 

And took a widow to my nest. 
Ah ! Turtle ! had she been like thee. 
Sober, yet gentle, wise, yet free $ 
But she was peevish, noisy, bold, 
A witch ingrafted on a scold. 
Jove in Pandora's box confln'd 
A hundred ills to vex mankind ; 
To vex one bird in her bandore 
He hid at least a hundred more, 
And soon as time that veil withdrew 406 

The plagues o'er all the parish flew ; 
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Her stock of borrow'd tear* gnw dry, 

And native teiDpest» arm'd her eye t 

Black clouds aromui her forehead hong', 

Aad thim'der rattled on her tong^ue. 

We, joung or old, or cock or hen, 

All livM in .^Bolus's den ; 

The nearest her the more accurst, 

Ill-far*d her friends, her husband worst ; 

But Jove amidst his anger spares, 4 1 

Kemarks oar faults, but hears our prajVs. 

In short she dy*d. Why then she's dead. 

Quoth I, and once again Til wed. 

Would Heav*n this mourning year were past. 

One may have better luck at last ! 

Matters at worst are sure to mend ; 

The devil's wife was but a fiend. 

T. Thy tale has rais'd a Turtle's spleen ; 
Uxorious inmate, bird obscene, 
Dar*st thou de&Ie these sacred groves, 420 

These silent seats of faithful loves ? 
Be gone $ with flagging wings sit down 
On some old penthouse near the town ;. 
la brewers' stables peck thy grain. 
Then wash it down with puddled rain, 
And hear thy dirty offspring squall 
Prom bottles, on a suburb-wall. 
Where thou hast been, return again. 
Vile bird ! tboft hast conversM with men : 
Notions like these from men arc giv'n, 4*30 

Those vilest creatures under heav'n. 
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To cities aad to oovts repair, 
Flatt'ry and fakehood flourish there $ 
There all th j wretched aits emploj 
Where riches triunph over jo j. 
Where passions do with ist'rest baiter. 
And Hymen holds b j Mammoo's diarter ; 
Where truth b j point of law is pany'd. 
And knaves and fNudes are six times msnfA. 

APPueATioir. 

O DEAREST daughter of two dearest friends *, 
To thee my Muse this little Tale commends. 441 
Loving and lov*d, regard thj future mate, 
Long love his person, tho' deplore his fate ; 
Seem young, when old, in thy dear husband's ami, 
For constant virtue has inmiortal charms ; 
'And when I lie low sepulchred in earth. 
And the glad year returns ihj day of birth, 
Vouchsafe to say, Ere I could write or spell, 
The Bard who from my cradle wish'd me well, 
Told me I should the prating Sparrow blame, 
And bid me imitate the Turtle's flame. 451 



*The present Dutchess of Portland, daughter ofEdwvd 

Ute Earl of Oxford, &c. 
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THE LADLE*. 

A TALE. 



i HE Sceptics think 'twas l<mg ag^o 
Since Gods came down iricognUOy 
To see who were their friends or foes, 
^nd how our actions fell or rose i 
That since they gave thin^ their beginning^y 
And set this whirligig a spinning, 
^Supine they in their heav'n remain, 
£xempt from passion and from' pain. 
And frankly leave us, human elves, 
To cut and shuffle for ourselves ; 
To stand or walk, to rise or tumble, 
As matter and as motion jumble. 

The poets now, and painters, hold 
This thesis both absurd and bold. 
And your good-natur'd Gods, they say. 
Descend some twice or thrice a-day, * 

Else all these things we toil so hard in 
Would not avail one single farthing ; 
For when the hero we rehearse, 
To grace his actions and our verse, « 

'Tis not by dint of human thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought ; 
Iris descends by Fate's commands 
To guide his steps thro' foreign lands, 

* Sec'Gayton's iestivious notes on Don Quixote, p. a6, 17, 
from whence this story is supposed to be taken. 
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Aod Ainphitritc clears bis waj 

From rocks aad quicksands in the sea. 

And if yovL see him in a sketch, 
(Tho' drawn by Paulo or Carache) 
He shows not half his foroc and strength 
Strutting io armour and at length ; 
That he may make his proper figure, 
The piece must yet be four yards bigger : 
The nymphs conduct him to the field. 
One holds his sword, and one his shield, 
Mars, standing by, asserts his quarrel^ 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

These points, I say, of speculation, 
(As 'twere to save or sink the nation) 
Men, idly learned, will dispute, 
Assert, object, confirm, refute : 
Kach mighty angry, mighty rig^ht, 
With equal arms sustains the fight^ 
Till now no umpire can agree ^em, 
^o both draw off and sing Tt^Deiim. 

Is it in equilibrio 
If deities descend or no ? 
Then let the a(Rrmativc prevail, 
As requisite to form my Tale ; 
For by all parties 'tis confest. 
That those opinions arc the best. 
Which in their nature most condose 
To present ends and prif ate use. 

Two Gods come therefore from above,, 
One Mercury, the other Jovei 



I 

The hmnoiir was, it seemi, to know^ 

If all the favoiirs they bestow 

Could from our own perverseness ease us, 

ind if our wish enjoyd would please us. 

D)2)coursin^ largely on this theme, 

O'er/hiils and dales their Godships came, 

Till well nigh tir'd, at almost nigjit, 

The J thought it proper to alight. 

Not here, that it as true as odd is. 

That in disguise a God or Goddess 

Exerts no supemat'ral powVs, 

But acts on maxims much like ours. 

They spy'd at last a comitry farm, 

M'here all was stiug, and clean, and warm ; 

For woods before and hilk behind 

Secured it both from»rain and wind : 

Large oxen in the field "were lowing, 

Cnod grain was sow'd, good fruit was growing ; 

Of laht year*s com in bams great store ; 

Fat turkeys gobbling at the door ; 

And \>'calth, in short, with Peace consented 

That people here should live contented ; 

But did they in effect do so ? 

Have patience, friend, and thou shalt know. 

The honest fanner and his wife. 
To years declined from prime of life. 
Had stmgglcd with the marriage noose, 
As almost ev'ry couple does : 
Sometimes My plague ! sometimes My darling ! 
Kissing to-day, to-morrow snarling ; 
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Joiatlj submitting: to endure 
That evil which admits no cure. 

Our Gods the outward gate nnbarr*d | 
Our fanner met *em in the yard ; 
Thought thej were folks that lost their waj, 
And ask'd them ctvilly to stay ; 
Told *em, for supper or for bed 
They might go on and be worse sped* 

So said, so done ; the Gods consent ; 
All three into the parlour went : 
They compliment, they sit, they diat, 
Fight o*er the wars, reform the state ; 
A thousand knotty points they clear. 
Till supper and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kiss'd the dame ; 
Obsequious Hermes did the same. 
Jove kiss'd the farmer^s wife, you say ! 
He did-^but in an honest way : 
Oh ! not with half that warmth and life 
With which he kissed Amphitryon's wife. 

Well then things handsomely were senr'd; 
My mistress for the strangers carv'd. 
How stro^ig the beer, how good the meat. 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat, 
In epic sumptuous would appear. 
Yet shall be pass'd in silence here ; 
For I should grieve to have it said, 
That, by a fine description led, 
I made my episode too long. 
Or tir*d my friend to graoamy song. 
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The g:race-cup serv'd, the cloth awaj, 
Jove thought it time to show his play. 
Landlord and landladj, he cry'd, 
Folly and jesting laid aside. 
That ye thus hospitably live, 
And strangers with good chedr receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your betters, 
And makes e'en Gods themselves your debtors. 
To give this thesis plainer proof, 
You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of Gods : (nay, never wonder) 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. ^ 
Tm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my son, indeed but spurious. 
Form then three wishes, you and Madam, 
And, sure as you already had 'em. 
The things desir'd, in half an hour. 
Shall all be here, and in your pow'r. 

Thank ye, great Gods, the womfin says ; 
Ofi ! may your aJhirs ever blaze I 
A Ladle for our silver dish 
Is what I want, is what I wish.— 
A Ladle ! cries the man, a Ladle ! ' 
*Odzooks, Corisca, you have pray'd ill ! 
What should be great yoa turn to farce, 
I wish the Ladle in your ai — . 

With equal grief and shame my Muse 
The sequel Of the Tale pursues. 
Ihe Ladle fell into the room, 
Aid stuck in oid Corisca' s bum. 

s 3 
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Our couple weep two wishes past, 
And kindly join to form the last ; 
To ease the woman's awkward pain, 
And get the Ladle out ag^ain. 

MORAL. 

1 HIS commoner has worth and parts. 
Is praisM for arms, or lov'd for arts $ 
His head aches for a coronet, 
And who is bless'd that is not great ? 

Some sense, and more estate, kind Heav'n 
To thif well-lotted peer has g'iv'n : 
What then ! he must have rule and swaj, 
And all is wrong till he's in play. 

The miser must make up his plum, 
And dares not touch the hoarded sum ; 
The sickly dotard wants a wife 
,To draw off his last dregs of life. 

Against our peace we arm our will ; 
Amidst our plenty something still 
For horses, houses^ ^ctures, planting. 
To thee, to m^, to him, is wanting ; 
That cruel j<^mething unpossest, 
Corrode^i and leavens all the rest : 
That something, if we could obtain. 
Would soon create a future pain i 
' And to the coffin from the cradle, , 

'Tis all a wish and aU a Ladle. 
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TRUTH AND FALSEHOOD. 

A TALE. 



Once on a time, in sumhiiie weather, 
Falsehood and Truth walkM out together. 
The neig^hb'riog woods and lawns to Tiew, 
As ojvposites will sometimes do: 
Thro' many a blooming mead they passed, 
And at a brook arrived at last; 
The purliDg stream, the margin green, 
^ith floors bedeck'd, a Vernal scene, 
Inriled each itinerant maid 
To rest a while beneath the shade ; 
Tnder a spreading beech they sat, 
And passM the time with female chat; 
Whilst each her character nuuntain'd. 
One spoke her thoughts, the other feigaM. 
At length, quoth Falsehood, Sister Tmth, 
For so she call'd her from her youth, 
What if, to shun yon' sultry beam. 
We bathe in this delightful stream. 
The bottom smooth, the water clear, 
And there's no prying shepherd near ? 
With all my heart, the nymph reply'd, 
And threw her snowy robes aside, 
StrippM herself naked to the skin, 
Aad with a spring leapt headlong in# 
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Falsehood more leisurely aadrest, 
And laying by her tawdry vest, 
Trick 'd herself out in Truth's array. 
And cross the meadows tript away. 

From thii curst hour the fraudfui dame 
Of sacred Truth usurps the name, 
And with a vile perfidious mind 
Roams far and near to cheat mankind ; 
False sig:hs suborns, and artful tears, 
And starts with vain pretended f6ars ; 
In vishs still appears most wise. 
And rolls at church her saint-like eyes ; 
Talks very much, plays idle tricks. 
While rising stock her conscience pricks ; 
When being*, poor thing, extremely graveird, 
She secrets ope'd and all unravellM. 
But on she will, and secrets tell 
Of John and Joan, of Ned and Nell, 
Reviling ev*ry one she knows, 
As fancy leads, beneath the rose. 
Her tongue, so voluble and kind. 
It always ruus before her mind ; 
As times do serve she slily pleads, 
.And copious tears still show her needs, 
Wifh promises as thick as weeds — 
Speaks pro and cony is wondrous civil. 
To-day a saint, to-morrow devil. 

Poor Truth she stript, as has been said, 
And naked left the iovely maid, 
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V^ bo, scominir from her caaie to mmct^ 
Has gtrnt stark-naked ever since i 
And ever naked will appear, 
BelovM bj all who Truth leyeie. 



THE MICE. 

A TALK. 



To Mr,' Adrian Drift. 



I wo Mice, dear Boj, of g^enteel fa«liion> 

And, what is more, g^ood education, 

Frolic and g^aj in infant jean 

Equally shar'd their parents' cares. 

The sire of these two bahes (poor creature \) 

Paid his last debt to human nature ; 

A wealthy widow left behind, 

Four babes, three male, one female kind. 

The sire beings under ground, and bury^d, 

^was thought his spouse would soon have marry *d ; 

Matches propos'd, and nnmVous suitors, 

Most tender husbands, careful tutors. 

She modestly refused and shew'd 

She'd be a mother to her brood. 

Mother, dear Mother, that endearing thought 
Has thousand and ten thousand fancies brought. 
Tell me, oh ! tell me (thou art now above) 
How to describe tl^ true maternal love, 
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Tby early panics, thy i^win^ anxious carcs, 
Tby llatt'riii^ hopes, thy fervent pious praj'rs, 
Thy doleful days, and melancholy nights, 
Cloister'd from common joys and just delights ; 
How didst thou constantly in private mourn, 
And wash with daily tears thy spouse^s urn ; 
How it employed your thoughts and lucid time, 
That your young offspring might to honour climb ; 
How your first care, by numerous gifts opprest, 
Under the burden sunk, and went to rest ; 
How your dear darling, by consumption's waste, 
Breath'd her last piety into your breast ; 
How you, alas ! tir'd with your pilgrima^, 
BowM down ypur head, anddy'd in good old age* 
Tho' not inspired, oh ! may I never be 
Forgetful of my pedigree or thee : 
Ungrateful howsoe'er, mayn't 1 forget 
To pay this small, yet tributary debt, 
And when we meet at God's tribunal throne. 
Own me, I pray thee, for a pious son. 
. But why all this ? Is this your fable ? 
Believe me, Matt, it seems a bauble ; 
If you will let me know th' intent on't. 
Go to your Mice and make an end on't'. 

• Well then, dear Brother — 
As sure as Hudi's sword could swaddle. 
Two Mice were brought up in one cradle ; 
Well bred, I think, of equal port. 
One for the gown, one for the court. 
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Thcj paWed; (did they so, an' t please you?) 
Yes, tliat fhey did (dear Sir) to ease you ; 
One ircnt to Holland, where they huff folk, 
l^'ofhcr to rend h'm warett in Suffolk. 
(That Mice have travcUM in old times, 
iforacc and Prior tell in rhymes, 
TlioRc two g^at wonders of their a^es, 
Superlop far to all the sa^es,) 
Many days passed and many a night 
Krc they could gain each other's sight ; 
At last, in weather cold nor sultry, 
They met at the Three Cranes in Poultry. 
After much buss, and great grimace, 
(Usnal, you know, in such a case) 
Miu'h chat arose what had been done, 
What might before next summer's sun; 
Much Haid of franee, of Suflblk's goodness, 
The gentry's loyalty, mob's rudeness : 
That ended, o'er a charming bottle 
They enterM on this tittle-tattle. 

Quoth Suffolk, by pre-eminence 
In years, tho' (God knows) not in sense. 
All's gone, dear Brother, only we 
Heniain to raise posterity 5 
Marry you, brother, I'll go down, 
H^i nouns and verbs, and lie alone. 
May you ne'er meet with feuds or babble, 
May olive branches crown your table. 
Somewhat I'll save, end, for this end, - 
To prove a brother and a friend, 
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Wfaal 1 pFopose is just, I swear it, 

Or may 1 perish by this claret. 

The dice are thrown, choose this or that, 

(Tis all alike to honest Matt) 

I'll take thcA the contrary part, 

And propagate with all my heart. 

After some thought, some Portuguese) 

Some wine, the younger thus replies : 

Fair are your words, as fair your carriage, 
Let me be free, drudge you in marriage ; 
Get me a boy caird Adrian ; 
Trust me Til do for't what I can. 
Home went, well pleas'd, the Suffolk Tony, 
Heart-frec^from care, as purse from money, 
Resolving full to please his taudy, 
He got a spouse, and jerk'd her body. 
At last when teeming time was come. 
Out s^mc her burden from her womb ; 
It prov'd a lusty squalling boy ; 
(Doubtless the dad's and mammy's joy) 
In short, to make things square and even, 
Adrian he nam'd was by Dick Stephen. 
Matt's debt thus paid, he now. enlarges^ 
And sends you in a bill of charges; 
A cradle, Brother, and a basket, 
(Granted as soon as e'er t ask'd it) 
A coat not of the smallest scantling. 
Frocks, stockings, shoes, to grace the bantling f 
These, too, were sent, (or I'm no drubber) 
Nay, add to these the fine gum^rubber; 
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Yet these won't do, send th' other coat. 
For fiiith the first's not worth a groat, 
Dismallj shrunk, as herring, shotten, 
Snppos'd originalljr rotten. 
Prajr let the next be each way longer, 
(^ stuff more durable and stronger; 
Send it next week, if you are ablet 
Bj this time, Sir, you know the fable. 
From this, and letters of the same make, 
Yon'U find what 'tis to have a namesake* 

Cold and hard times. Sir, here, (believe it) 
I've lost my curate too and grieve it $ 
At Easter, fi>r what I can see, 
(At time of ease and vacancy) 
If things but alter, and not undone, 
I'll kiss your hands and visit London. 
Molly sends greeting, so do I, Sir. 
Send a good coat, that's all; good b'w'ye. Sir. 

Feb. I a, 1708-9. Yours entirely, 

Matthfw. 



TO A 

YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN LOVE. 

A TALE. 

FaoM public noise and factions strife. 
From all the busy ills of life. 
Take me, my Cdi^ to thy breast. 
And lull my weary'd soul to rest : 
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For ever is tins InmUe edl 
htt diee mmA I, my fair one, dwell ; 
None enter else, bet Love — and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the kej. 

To painted mofs and shining spires 
( Uneasj seats of high desires) 
Let the unthinking' many crowd, 
lliat dare be ooTetons and ^nmd ;. 
In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter happiness for state : 
But oh ! my Celia, when dij swain 
Desires to sec a oonrt again. 
May HeaT*n aronnd this destined head 
The choicest of its cnrses shed : 
To svm up all the rage of fate. 
In the two things 1 dread and hate, 
Majst thou be false and I be f^reat. 
Thus, on his Cclia's panting breast 
Fond Celadon his soul expressed. 
While with delight the lovely maid 
Receive the tows she thus repaid. 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth. 
Blest miracle of love and truth, 
All that could e^er be counted mine. 
My love and life, long since are thine 
A real joy I never knew 
Till I beiiev'd thy passion tme $ 
A real grief I ne'er can find 
Till thou prov'st perjurM or unkind. 
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Content, and poverty, and cave. 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Blest with thj presence, I can bear. 
Thro' waters and thro* flames I'll g^o, 
Soff'rer and solace of thy woe : 
Trace me some yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay, 
Aod make my constant passion known 
Bj more than woman yet has done. 

Had I a wish that did not bear 
The stamp and image of my dear, 
I'd pierce my heart thro* evVy vein, 
And die, to let it out again. 
No ; Venus shall my witness be, 
(If Venus ever loy*d like me) 
That for one hour I. would not quit 
My shepherd's arms and this retreat 
To be the Persian monarch's bride. 
Partner of all his pow'r and pride, 
Or rule in regal state above. 
Mother of Gods, and wife of Jove. 

happy these of human race ! 
But soon, alas I our pleasures pass. 
He thank'd her on his bended knee. 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea. 
And leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Hasten'd to court, to beg a place i 
Whilst she, his absence to bemoan, 
The very moment he wa^ gone, 
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Caird Tbjnis fron beMAth the bed. 
Where all tfiis time lie had been liid. 

■ORAL. 

WacEB mm have these ambitioiu fancief • 
And wanton wenches read loniances, ' 
Our sex will— What ? Oat with it^-Lk, 
And theirs in eqwd strains replj. 
The moral of the Tale I iinf; 
(A posj for a wedding nii;) 
In this short verse will be confin'd ; 
Love is a jest, and vows are wind. 



THE CONYBRSATION. 

A TALE. 

IT always has been thought discreet 
To know the company 70a meet ; 
And sure there may be secret danger 
In talking much before a stranger. 
Agreed : what then ? Then drink your ale ; 
ril pledge you, and repeat my Tale. 
No matter where the scene is fixt. 
The persons were but oddly mixt ; 
When sober Damon thus began, 
(And Damon is a clever man) 
I now grow old, but still ttom youth 
Have held for modesty and truth : 
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Th« oMn who by these sea-marks steer, 
lo life** great vojage never err : 
Upon this point 1 dare defy 
Tl)c world. — I pause for a reply. • 

Sir, either is a good assistant, 
Said one, who sat a little distant ; 
Truth decks our speeches and our books, 
And modesty adorns our looks : 
But further progress we must take t 
Not only born to look and speak. 
The man must act. The Staglrite 
Says thus, and says extremely right : 
Strict justice js the sovVeign guide 
That o*er our actions should preside ; 
This queen of virtue* is confest 
To regulate and bind the rest, 
Thrice happy if you can but find 
Her equal balance poise your mind ; 
All different graces soon will enter, 
Like lines concurrent to their center. 

'Twas thus, in short, these two went on, 
With yea and nay, and pro and CM^ 
Thro' many points divinely dark. 
And Waterland assaulting Clarke, 
Till, in theology half lost, 
Damon took up the Evening Post, 
Confounded Spain, oompos'd the North, 
And deep in politics held forth. 

Methinks we're in the like condition 
As at the treaty of partition: 

T 3 
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That stroke, for »1] Kin^ William^s cue, 

"BegAt another tedious war. 

Matthew, who knew the whole intrigue, 

Ne'er much approVd that mystic league : 

In the vile Utrecht Treatj, too, 

Poor man, he found enough to do. 

Sometimes to me he did apply, 

But downright Dunstable was I, 

And told him where they were mistaken ; 

And counseU'd him to save his bacon : 

But (pass his politics and prose) 

I never herded with his foes s 

Nay, in his verses, as a iHend, 

I still found something io commend : 

Sir, I excused his Nut-brown Maid, 

Whatever severer critics said ; 

Too far, I own, the girl was try*d ; 

The women all were on my side. 

For Alma I returned him thanks ; 

I likM her with her little pranks : 

Indeed poor Solomon in rhyme 

Was much too grave to be sublime. 

Pindar and Damon soorn'd transitiony 
So on he ran a- new division : 
Till, out of breath, he tum*d to spit; 
(Chance often helps us more than wit) 
Th* other that lucky moment took. 
Just nick'd the time, broke in and spoke : 

Of all the gifts the Gods afford, 
(If we may take old Tully's word) 
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The greatest it a iHend, whoie love 
Knows bow to pnlie and when reprove : 
From such a treasure never part, 
But hani^ liie jewel on your heart : 
And, praj, Sir, (it delig^hts me) tell, 
You know this author mi|^ht j well — 
Know him! d'ye question it ? Odds fish I 
Sir, does a hepg^ar know his dish } 
I k>T*d him, as I told you, I 
Advis'd him — Here a stander-by 
Twiteh'd Damon gently by the cloke^ 
And thus, unwillinir silence, broke : 
Damon, *tis time we should retire. 
The man you talk with is Matt Prior. 

Patron thro* life, and from thy birth my friendy 
Dorset 1 to thee this Fable let me send; 
With Damon's lif^htness weig^h thy solid worth i 
The foil is known to set the diamond forth : 
Let the feign'd Tale this real moral give, 
How many Damons, how f^ Dorsets live. 
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P. PURGANTI AND HIS WIFE: 

AN HONSrr BUT A SDlPLE PAIR. 



Est enim quiddam* idque intelligitur in omni virtute, quod 
deceut: quod ct^ltatione magis a virtute potest quam re 
sei.arari. Cic. de Off. lib. 1. 



^EYOND the fix'd and settled rules 

Of vice and virtue in the schools. 

Beyond the letter of the law. 

Which keeps our men and maids in awe. 

The better sort should set before *eni 

A grace, a manner, a decorum ; 

Somethini^ that gives their acts a light, 

Hakes 'em not only juBt but bright, 

And sets 'em in that o^en fame 

Which witty Malice cannot blame. 10 

For 'tis in life as 'tis in painting. 
Much may be right, yet much be wan'ting ; 
From lines drawn true our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face ; 
May justly own the picture wrought 
Exact to rule, exempt from fault ; 
Yet if the col'ring be not there. 
The Titian stroke, the Guido air. 
To nicest judgment show the piece. 
At best 'twill only not displease ; 20 
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It would not ^ain on Jersey's eye ; 
Bradford would fh>wii and set it \»y, 

Tfaus in the picture of o«r mind 
The action may he well designed, 
Guided hy law, and hound hy duty, 
Yet want thoMJe tm ifai quei of beauty : 
And tho' its error may be such 
As Kna^s and Burf^ess cannot hit, 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 
Of Wycherlcy or Con^reve's wit. 30 

What is this talk i replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral ^nd ? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By some example should be shown. 
With all my heart—- for once $ read on. 
An honest, but a simple pair, 
(And twenty other I forbear) . 
May serve to make this tiiesis clear. 

A doctor of g^eat skill and fiune, 
Paulo Pur^anti was his name, 40 

Had a g^ood, comely, virtuous wife, 
No woman led a better life $ 
She to intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted ; 
She chuckled when a bawd was carted. 
And thought the nation ne*er would thrive 
Till all the ivhores were burnt alive. 

On marry'd men that dar*d be bad. 
She thought no mercy should be had ; 
They should be IwngM, or starred, or flea*d. 
Or ierv'd like Romish priests in Swede. 50 
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In short, all lewdness she defj*d, 
And stiff was her parochial pride. 

Yet in an honest waj the dame I 

Was a great lover of that same. 
And could from Scripture take her cue, 
That husbands should give wives their doe. ' 

Her prudence did so justlj steer ' 

Between the gSLj and the severe. 
That if in some regards she chose 
To curb poor Paulo in too dose,^ 60 

In others she relax'd again. 
And governed with a looser rein. 

Thus, tho' she strictly did confine 
The Doctor from excess of wine. 
With oysters, eggs, and TermiGelUy 
She let him almost burst his belly : 
Thus drying coffee was deny'd. 
But chocolate that lost supplyM ; 
And for tobacco (who could bear it }) 
Filthy concomitant of dar^t, 70 

(Blest reyolvtion 1) one might see 

Bringo coots and Bohea tea. 

She often set the Doctot^s band, 

And strok'd his beard, and squeex'd his hand ; 

Kindly complained, that after noon 

He went to pore on books too soon ; 

5he held it wholesomer by much 

To rest a little on the conch — 

About his waist in bed a-nights 

She ^clung so close — for fear of sprites. 80 
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The Doctor nmientood the call, 
But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion's skin, too short, you know, 
(As Plutarch's morals finely show) ' 

Was len^then'd by th« fox's tail, 
And art supplies where strength may fail. 

(JowiUing then in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat. 
He stroTe to lengthen the campaign, 
And save his forces by chicane. 90 

Fal»ias, the Roman chief* who thus 
By fair retreat grew Majtimus, 
Shows US that all that warrior can do 
With force inferior, is eunciando. 

One day, then, as the foe dreW^ear, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear. 
Our Don, who knew this tittle-tattle, 
Did, sure as trumpet, call tq battle. 
Thought it extremely apropos 
To ward against the coming blow : 100 

To ward ; but how ? Aye, there's the question; 
Fierce th' assault, unarm'd the bastion. 

The Doctor feigo'd a strange surprise ; 
He felt her pulse, he view'd her eyes : 
That beat too fast, these roU'd too- quick ^ 
She was, he said, or would be sick : 
He judg'd it absolutely good 
That she fbould puige and cleaake her blood. 
^paw waters for that end were got i 
If they pass'd easily or not I ] q 
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What matters it i the lady's fever 
Ccmtinned violent as ever. 

For a distemper of this kind, 
(Blackmore and Hans'are of my mind) 
If once it youthful blood infects. 
And chiefly of the female Isex, 
Is scarce removed by pill or potion. 
Whatever mi^ht be our Doctor's notion. 

One luckless night» then, as in bed 
The Doctor and the dame were laid, 120 

Agtan this cruel fever came, . 
High pulse, short breath, and blood in flame* 
What measures shall poor Paulo keep 
With madam in this piteous taking ? 
She, like Macbeth, has mnrder'd sleep. 
And won't allow him rest tho' waking. 
Sad state of matters I when we dare 
Nor ask for peace nor offer war, 
Nor Livy nor Comines have shown 
What in this juncture may be done. 150 

GrotiuB might own that Paulo's case is 
Harder than any whidh he places 
Amongst bis Belli and his Pacis. 

He strovet alas ! but. strove in vain. 
By dint of logic, to maintain 
That all the sex was bora to grieve, 
Down to her ladyship from Eve.. 
He rang'd his tropes, and preafch'd «p patienV) 
^Back'd his opinion with potations. 
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Divines and moralists, and run je on 1 40 

Quite thro* from Seneca to Bunjan* 

As much in vain he bid her try 

To fold her arms, to close her eje, 

Telling^ her rest would do her good. 

If an J thing in nature coa*d : 

So held the Greeks, quite down from Galen, 

Masters and princes of the calling; : 

So all our modem friends maintain 

(Tho' no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 

Reduce, my Muse, the wand'ring song $ l^O 
A Tale should never be too long. 

The more he talk'd the more she bum*d, 
And sigh'd, and tossM, and groan'd, and tuni*d : 

At last, I wish, said she, my dear 

(And whisper'd something in his ear,) 

Yon wish ! wish on, the Doctor cries ; 

Lord ! when will womankind be wise ? 

What, in your waters are you mad ? 

Why, poison is not half so bad. 

I'll do it— but I give you warning, iCO 

You'll die before to-morrow morning. 

'Tis kind, my dear, what you advise, > 
The lady with a sigh replies t 
But life, you know, at best is pain. 
And death is what we should disdain : 
So do it, therefore, and adieu, 
For I wilh die for love of you. 
Let wanton wives by death be scar'd ; 
But, to my comfort, Fm prepared. 1 60 
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PROTOGENES AND APELLES. 

Wheit poets wrote and paioten drtir 
'As Nature poiated out the ^ievy 
Ere Gothic forms were knowa in Greece^ 
To spoil the weU-proportion'd piece $ 
And in oar rem ere MonlLish rhjmea 
Had jang^led their, fantastic chimes } 
Ere on the flow'rjr lands of Rhodes 
Those knights had fiiL*d their duU abodes^ 
Who knew not much to paint or writet 
Nor car'd to praj, nor dar*d to fi^t i, 
Frotogenes, historians note, 
Liv'd there, a burgess, scot and lot; ' 
And as old Plin^*s writings show, 
Apelles did the same at Co. 
Agreed these points of tune and place, 
Proceed we in the presentcase. 
Piqu'd b^ Protogenes*^ fame, 
From Co to Rhodes ApeJles c%me. 
To see a rival and a friend 
PveparM to censure or commend ; 
Here to absolve, and there object. 
As art with candour might direct. 
He sails, he lands, he comes, be rings ^ 
His servants follow with the things : 
, Appears the govemante of th' hous^ 
For such in Greece were much in we; 
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ItjouDg or handfOflie, yea or no, 
CoDoemt Bot me or tbee to know. 

Does 'S^ire ProtogeDes live here ? 
Yei, Sir, wjs «be, with gracious air, 
And curt'sy low, bat just call'd out 
Bj lords peculiar! J devout. 
Who came on purpoie, Sir, to borrow 
Our Venus for the ftast to-morrow. 
To grace the church: 'tis Venus* day; 
I hope. Sir, yoa intend to stay 
To see our Venus : *tis the piece 
The most renowned tfarooghomt all Chreece; 
So like th* original, they say; 
But I have no great skill that way. 
But, Sir, at six ('tis now past three) 
Dromo must make my master's tea: 
At six. Sir, if you please to come. 
You'll find my master, Sh-, at home. 

Tea, says a critic, big with laughter. 
Was found some twenty ages after: 
Authors, before they write, should read. 
'Tis very true; but we'll proceed. 

And, Sir, at present would you please 
To leave yoar name — Fair maiden, yes. 
Reach me that board. No sooner spoke 
But done. With one judicious stroke 
Oit the plaki ground Apelles drew 
A circle regularly true. 
And will you please, Sweet-heart, said he. 
To show your luaster this from me ? 

V 2 
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By it he presentljr will know 

How paioters write their names at Co. 

He gave tfae pannel to the maid. 
Smilinj; and curt'sjin^. Sir, she said* 
1 shall not fail to tell mj master: 
And, Sir, for fear of all disaster 
rji keep it mj own self: — Safe bind, 
Sajs the old proverb, and safe find. 
So, Sir, as sure as key or lock — 
Your servant. Sir — at six a clock. 

Again at six Apelles came» 
Found the same prating civil dame. 
Sir, that my master has been here 
Will by the board itself appear : 
If from the perfect line he found 
Be has prcsum'd to swell the round. 
Or colours on the draught to lay, 
'Tis thus, (he orders me to say) 
> Thus write the painters of this isle ; 
Let those of Co remark the style. 

She said $ and to his hand restor*d 
The rival pledge, the missive board* 
Upon the happy line were laid 
Such obvious light and easy shade. 
That Paris* apple stood confcst, 
Or Leda's egg, or Chloe's breast. 

Apelles viewM the ^nish'd piece; 
And live, said he, the arts of Greece I 
Howc'er Protogenes and I 
May In our rival talents vie % | 
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Howe'er onr'werks nay have ezprett 
Who U w LMi drew or coloured best, 
When he bckeld my flowio^ line 
He found at Jeast I coald deM|;nf 
And from bis artful romid 1 grant 
Tliat he with |>eHect skill can paint. 

The dniiest genlns cannot fail 
To find the moral of my Tale: 
That the distingnish'd part of men, 
With compass, pencil, sword, or pen, 
Should in lifie*t visit leave their name. 
In charulen which maj proclaim 
That thej with ardour strove to raise 
At once their arts and country's praise ; 
.And in their working took great care 
That all was ftill, and round, and fair. 



HANS CARVEL. 

Hans Carvix, impotent and old, 
Marry'd a lass of London mould. 
Handsome ? £noHg:h ; extremely gay i 
Lov'd music,. company, and play: 
High flights she had, and wit at will, 
And so her tongue laj seldom still ; 
For in all visits who but she • 
To argue or to repartee ? 

She made it plain that human passion 
Was order'd by predestination ; 

V 3 
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That if weak women went astraj. 
Their stars were more in fault than they. 
Whole tragedies she had bj heart; 
EnterM into Roxana^s part ; 
To triomph in her rivars biood. 
The action certainly was good. . 
How lilce a vine yomg Ammon cnrrd! 
Oh that dear conqueror of the world ! 
She pity'd Betterton in age. 
That ridicurd the godlike rage. 

She, first of all the town, was told 
Where newest India things were sold; 
So in a morning, without bodice, 
Slipt sometimes out to Mrs. Thody'g, 
To cheapen tea, to buy a screen; 
What else co»ild so much virtue mean? 
For to prevent the least reproach 
Betty went with her in the coach, 

But when no very great affair 
Excited her peculiar care, 
She without fail was wak'd at ten. 
Drank chocolate, then slept again : 
At twelve she rose; with much ado 
Her clothes were huddled, on bj two: 
Then, does my lady dme at home ? 
Yes, sure; — but is the CoFnel comeB 
Next, how to spend the afternoon, 
And not come home again too soon. 
The 'Change, the city, or the play. 
As each was proper for the daj ; 
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A tani in rammer to Hyde-park, 
When it ^rew tolerablj dark. 

Wife's pleasure cavses hatband's pain i 
Strange fancies come in Hans's brain : 
He thought of what he did not name^ 
And would reform, but durst not blame. 
At first he therefore preach'd his wife 
The comforts of a pious life ; 
Told her how transient beauty was ; 
That all must die, and flesh was grass : 
He bought her sermons, psalms, and graces. 
And doubled down the useful places: 
But still the weight of worldly care 
Allowed her little time for pray'ri 
And Cleopatra was read o*er. 
While Scot, and Wake, and twenty more. 
That teach one to deny ooe^s self. 
Stood unmolested on the shelf. 
An untouched Bible grac'd her toilette $ 
No fear that thumb of hers should spoil it. 
Jn short, the trade was still the same ; 
The Dame went out, the Col'nel came. 

What's to be done ? poor Canrel cry*d i 
Another battVy must be try*d : 
What if to spells I had recourse ? 
'Tis but to hinder something worse. 
The end must justify the means ; 
He only sins who ill intends : 
Since therefore *tis to combat evil, 
'Tis lawful to employ the devil. 
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Forthwith the d«?ii did «Mpc«r, 
(For Dame him and he^t always near) 
Not in the ihape ia which he plies 
At mis8*8 elbow when she lies, 
Or stands before the narsVj doors 
To take the nanchty boj that roarii 
Bat without sawcer eje or claw, 
Like a grtLve barrister at law. 

Hans Carvel, laj aside yoar crief. 
The de¥*l says t I briai^ relief* 
Relief I si^s Haas; pray let me crave 
Your name, Kr — Satan — Sir, yonr ibive. 
I did not look vpon your feeti 
Yoa*l) pardon me — Ay, now I see't. 
And pray, Sir, when came yoa from heH2 
Our friends there, did yon leave them welli 
All well ; bat, pr^ythee, honest Haas, 
(Says Satan) leave yonr complaisance: 
The truth is this ; I cannot stay 
Fiarini^ in sunshine ail the day. 
For, enlre wms, we hellish sprites 
Love more the fresco of the nights* 
And oft^ner our receipts convey 
In dreams than uaj other way. 
I tell you, tberelbre^ as a fnend. 
Ere mominf^ dawas your fears shall end; 
Go then this ev^nini^. Master Carvel, 
Lay down your fowls, and turoacb your bami; 
Let friends and wine dissolve yonroave 
Whilst I the pfeat veceipt prepast*- 
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To-nii^ht I bring it by mj iaiths 
BelieYe for once what Satan saith* 

Awaj weat Ham ; glad not a little i 
Obej'd the devil to a tittle $ 
Inyited friends some baif-a-dozen. 
The G>rnel and my Lady's cousin. 
The meat was serv'd, the bowU were crowned. 
Catches were sung, and healths weot round ; 
Barbadoes' waters for the close, 
Till Hans had fairly got his dose: 
The Cornel toasted to the best i 
The Dame moT*d off to be widrest: 
The chimes went twelve, the guests withdrew. 
But when or how, Hans hardly knew : 
Some modem anecdotes aver 
He nodded in his elbow chair ; 
From thence was carried off to bed ; 
John held bis heels and Nan his head; 
My lady was disturbed ; new sorrow 1 
Which Hans must answer for to-morrow. 

In bed then view this happy pair. 
And think how Hymen triamph'd there: 
Hans fast asleep as soon as laid^ 
The duty of the night unpaid ; 
The waking Dame with thoughts opprest 
That made her hate both him and rest : 
By such a husband, such a wife I 
'Twas Acme's and Septimius' life : 
The lady sigh'd, the lover snor*d9 
The punctual devil kept his word i 
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Appear*d to Tionegt Rbbs &^n. 

Bat not at all bj Madam seen; 

And giYing him a nagie rmi^, 

Fit for the finger of a king:, 

Dear Hans, said he, this jewel take, 

And wear it long for Satatt*8 nrice ; 

^Twill do your business to a hair; 

For long as jon this ring^ thalt wear, 

As sure as I look over Lincoln 

That ne*er shall happen which yon think an* 

Hans took the rhig with joy extreme, 
(All this was only in a dream) 
And thrusting it beyond his joint, 
'Tis done, he cry'd$ Pve gain'd my point — 
What point, said she, yon ugly beast ! 
You neither gitt me joy nor rest. 
Tis done. — What's done, you dnmken bear ? 
You're thrust yonr finger G — d knows where ? 



227 



PROLOGUES 
EPILOGUtS. 



PROLOGUE, 

fPOKElf BT LORD BTTCKHUR1T, 

In fFedmrntUr-ichool^ at Chrulmas 1695 1 i^ ttr 
Ouunacter rf^CkdmdMt m Mr. Dfsden'g Cleth' 
menei* 

Pras 1 Lordy I wish this Prolo^e was but Gvettk* 
Then 3^ouiu; Cleonidas would boldly apeak : 
But can Lord Bockhurst in poor English saj, 
** Gentle Spectators, pray excuse the play V* 
No, witness all ye Gods of ancient Greece, 
Rather than condescend to terms like these, 
I'd go to school six. hours on Christmas-day, 
Or construe Fersius while taj comrades play. 
Such work by hu-elmg actors should be done» 
Who tremble when they see a critic frown : 
Poor rogues, that smart like fencers (of their bread, 
And if they are not wounded, are ijot fed. 
Bnt, Sirs, our labour has more noble end«, 
Wa act our tragedy to lee our friends : 
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Oar g^en'rotts tcenet are for pure love repeated. 
And if jrott are not pleased, at least you're treated. 
The candles and the elethes ourselTea we boogbt, 
Our tops neglected, and our balls forgot. 
To learn our parts we left our midnight bed ; 
Most of you snor'd whilst Cleomenes read: 
Not that from this confession we would ine 
Praise undeserved ; we know onrselves and you : 
Resolv*d to stand or perish by our cause. 
We neither censurfe fear, nor beg applause, 
For these are Westminster and Sparta's laws. 
Yet if we see some judgment well inclined. 
To young desert and growing virtue kind, 
That critic by ten thousand market should know 
That greatest souls to goodness only bow { 
And that your little hero does inherit 
Not Cleomenes* more than Dorset's spirit. 



PROLOGUE, 

•poken at court beporb the queek, ok hcl 
majesty's birth-DAT, 17 04-, 

• 

Ohine forth, ye Planets, with distinguish'd light, 
As when ye hallo w'd first this happy night; 
Again transmit your friendly beams to earth 
As when Britannia joy 'd for Anna's birth; 
And thou, propitious Star, whose sacred pow'r 
Presided o'er the monarch's natal hour. 
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Thy radjaot vojagea for ever mn, 
Yielding to none but CTnthia and the Sm^ 
With thy fair aspect itiil illustrate heav'n^ 
KiDcilj preserre irhat thou haU greatly giT*n ; 
Tbj iofluenoe for thy Anna we implore i 
Prolong; one life, and Britain agki no more i 
For Virtue can no ampler pow*r expret* 
Than to be great in war and good in peace : 
For thought no higher wiih of bliss can frame 
Than to enjoy that virtue still the same. 
Entire and sure the monarches rule must prove 
Who founds her greatness on her subjects* love i 
Who does our homage for our good require, 
And orders that which we should first desire t 
Our ?anquish'd wills that pleasing force obe^i 
Her goodness takes our liberty away. 
And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary sway. 

Let the young Austrian then her tenors bear* 
Great as he is her delegate in war; 
let him in thunder speak to both his Spains 
That in these dreadful isles a woman reigns ; 
While the bright Queen does on her subject show'r 
The gentle blessings of her softer pow'r i 
GiYes sacred morals to a vicious age. 
To tenpies zeal, and manners to the stage; 
Bids the chaste Muse without a blush appear, 
And wit be that which heav'n and she may hear. 

Minerva thus to Periieus lent her shield, 
Secure of conquest sent htm to the field ; 
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The bero acted vtet Ike Quen ordaiiiM, 

So was liii fone conqpleteyaiui Aniromede uacbaia'd. 

Meaniiaie aiaidst her aatiFe tempfei sat 
The 6edde«» t tadkrai oC her Qreeians' fiite. 
Taught *eni in laws and iriaten to excel. 
In acting justly, aad in writing well. 
Thus, whUsi she did her various pow> dispose,! 
The world was freed fnnn tjraats, war, and woes ; > 
Virtoe was ftaugiutin vene,and A-thens* glorjrrose. } 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE ORPHAN, 

BtptngtetOed igf mme ef the fVetitmkMcr Sdulut^ 
ai nickford*9 Ddncmg-Room, in Bemion'Streely 
near LeiceMter^fietde^ the 24 of F^brmry 
1720. 

•POKEH BT LQRP DUBUlff, WHO ACT£D COasOLW. 

What I would my humble comrades have me sa^t 
Gentle Spectators, piay excuse the play } 
Such work by hireling actors should be done. 
Whom yott .may clap or hiss for half-a-crown: 
Our gea'rous scenes £o|r friendship we repeat. 
And if we donH delight, at least we treat. 
Ours is the damage ; if we chance to blunder, 
We may be ask*d whose patent we act under) 
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How OM we gaiB jrM, akuoiode dt Fmscet 
We hir*d thii roon, but Mne of M can tfaoc^i 
In cottng cafiers we shall neTer jpleise i 
Ovr leaniiogp does not lie below oar knees. 

Shall we procure you tjoiplionj and tovnd f 
Then 70a mnit each sabflcrihe two htrndred poaiid t 
There we shenld fiEiil, too, as to point of TOioe | 
Mistake us not — We're no Italian bojs: 
Tme Britons bon, from Westminster we cone, 
And onlj speak the style of aneieat Aeane. 
We woald deserve, not poorly be^, ^plaose* 
JUd staad or &i1 by Friend's and Bnsbey's lawf . 

For tiw distrefls'd your pi^ we implore 1 
If once refiis'dy we'll trouble yon fto more, 
Bnt leava our Orphan sqaaUing^ aC your Amt. 
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BPlLOGITfi 

TO PHjEDRA% 

spoKsv vf liRt. ocnntxD, who actsd vaaatA* 

Laniist to-night yovr pHj I implore 
For one who Devcr troubled yon before t 
An Oxford man, extreiMly read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes PhsBdra speak. 
And comes to Town to let as Modemt know 
How women lor'd two thousand years ago. 

* Fhadra aa4 Hippolytus, a tragedy^v^ittsn ky Mr.Sdmnd 
taath. 
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If tint be all, laid I, «*« !»■» jov plAj; 
E'fad ! we knov all tbat as well as they: 
Show lu tbe joathfnly haodionie, charioteer, 
Firm io hii leat, and nmniDg his career, 
Onr sottis woald kindle with as gen'roes flames 
As e'er inspired the ancient Grecian dames » 
Sv'rj Ismeoa wonld resign her breast. 
And ev'rj dear Hippoljtus be blest* 

Bat, as it is, six flooncinf Flanders nmes 
Are e'en as food as aay two of theini 
And if Hippoijruu can but oontriTe 
To bu/ tbe i^iided chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the bustle joo bare seen to-daj. 
And Pliasdra's morals in (his scbolar^s piaj, 
Sometbin^^ at least in justice should be said; 
But tfai4 Hippoljtus so HI Is one*s bead — 
Weill Phedra liv'd as chasteljr as she conldy 
For shi; was Father Jotc's own flesh and blood. 
Her awkward love indeed was oddlj fated; 
She and her Polly were too near related; 
And jet tbat scruple had been laid asidn «i 

If honest Theseus had but fairlj dj*d: 
But when he came, what needed be to know 
But that all matters stood in stelii quo f 
There was no harm, you see ; or grant there yKKt 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
*Twa8 in a husband little less than rode 
Upon his wife's retiremeat to intrude — - 
He should have sent a night or two before 
That he would coma exact at sueh an hour; 



Then he had tom^d all traced j to jett» 
Found eV*rj things contribute to hii resty 
The picquet friend dismiss*!], the coast all dear. 
And spouse alone, impatient for her dear. 

But if these gtty reiections come too late 
To keep the guiltj Phndra from her fate, 
If jour more serious judgement must ooDdenn 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame. 
Yet, je chaste Matrons and ye tender Fair, 
Let loFc and innocence eng^age yoor oare, 
My spotless flames to your protection take, 
And spare poor Phsdra for Ismiena's sake* 



EPILOGUE 
TO LUCIUS*. 

' SPOKEN BY HRB. SORTON. 

"Tbib female Author who recites to-day. 
Trusts to her seic the merit of her play. 
Like Father Bayes, securely she sits down : 
Pit, box, and gallery, Gad ! ail's our own. 
In ancient Greece, she says, when Sappho writ. 
By their applause the critics show'd their wit, 
Xhey tttn'd their voices to her. lyric stiing, 
Tho' they could all do something more than sing« 

• Lucius* the first ChristiiUi king of BritatBt a tragedy, writ* 
ten by Mr&. Manlcy. 
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Bat one exception to this fact we find, 
That boobj Phaon only was unkind, 
An ill-bred boatman, rough as waves and wind. 
From Sappho, down thro' all succeeding ages, 
And now on French or on Italian stages,] 
Rough satires, sly remarks, ill-natur*d speeches, 
Are always aim'd at poets that wear breeches. 
- Arm'd with Looginus, or with R^pin, no man 
Drew a sharp pen upon a naked woman. 
The blustering bully in our neighboring streets 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearless the petticoat contemns his frowns. 
The hoop secures whatever it surrounds. 
The many-colour'd gentry there above 
By turns are rul'd by Tumult and by Love, 
And while their sweethearts their attention fix, 
Suspend the din of their damn*d clattering sticks. 
Now, Sirs,— 

To you OUT Author makes her soft request, 
Who speak the kindest and who write the best; 
Your sympathetic hearts she hopes to move 
From tender friendship and endearing love. 
If Petrarch's muse ^id Laura's wit rehearse. 
And Cowley flatter'd dear Orinda's verse. 
She hopes from — Pox take her hopes and fears! 
I plead her sex's claim! what matters hers? 
By our full pow'r of beauty we think fit 
To damn this Salique law impos'd on wit; 
We'll try the empire you so long have boasted, 
And if we are not prais'd, we'll not be toasted; 
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ilpprove what one of us presents to-night, 
Or ev'rj mortal woman here shall write : 
Kara], pathetic, narrative, sublime, 
We'll write to jou, and make yoi 
Female remarks shall take up 
Your time, poor soals I we'll take Touryerjmonej ; 
Female third dajs shall come so thick upon je. 
As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath. 
We'll look, or write, or talk yon all to death. 
Unless you yield for better and for worse { 
Then the she-Pegasus shall gain the course, 
And the gray mare will prove the better horse. 
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PRIOR*S POEMS. 
EPISTLES. 

AN EPISTLS 

TO FLESTWOOD 8HEPHARD, BSq. 

SIR, Burleigh, May 14, 1689. 

Ai onoe a twelvemonth to the priest. 
Holy at Rome, here Antichrist, • 

The Spanish King presents a jennet. 
To show bis love,— that's all that's in*t i 
For if his Holiness would thnmp 
His ieY*rend bnm 'gainst horse's rump. 
Re might b' equipt fVom his own stable 
With one more white and eke more able. 

Or as, with gondolas and men, bis 
Good Excellence the Duke of Venice 
(I wish, for rhyme, it had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the Gulf a ring ; 
Which trick of state, he wisely maintains, 
Keeps kindness up 'twixtold acquaintance ; 
For else, in honest truth, the sea 
Has much less need of gold than he.. 

Or, not to rove and pump one's fancy 
For Popisli similies beyond sea. 
As foika from mudwalPd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn for rent, 
Present a turkey or a ben 
To those might better spare them tea 1 
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2 CPISTLBS, 

EVn 80, with all submission, I 
(For first men histance, the* ajjpT^) 
Send you each yeiir k hofaMty letter. 
Who nifty return me much a better. 

Then take it. Sir, as it #a9 #rit. 
To pay 'respect, and not show wit } 
Nor look askew at what it saith ; 
There's no petition in it — 'faith. . 

Here some would scfatdi their he^tds, SAid try 
What they should write, and how, and why ; 
Bat I conceiye such fblks are ^uite In 
Mistakes, ill theory of -writing. 
If once for principle 'tis laid. 
That thought is trouble to the head, 
I argue thus : The world agrees. 
That he writes well who Writes with ease ; 
Then he, by sequel logieal. 
Writes best who never thinks at all. 

Terse comes from HeaT*n, like Suward ligbt ) 
Mere human pains tan ne^er <teme by*t $ 
The Go'd, tkot We, the poem makes ; 
We only tell folks what hie speaks. 
Hence, when anatohiists discourse 
How like bnltes* organs are to outs. 
They graht, if higher pow'rs think fit, 
A bear might soon be made a Wit ; 
And that, for any thihg in natufe, 
Pigs might' sjiea'k lo^e-oded, dogfi bailc satire. 

' Memnon, tho* stone, w^s counted vocal. 
But 'twas tlie Cf^d, meanwhlle> that spdke all. 



TO ILBETWOOO HV^ARD, Sl^. 

Rome oft has heard a oross haraoguioj;. 
With promptini^ priest behind the bai^iii|; : 
The wooden head resplv'd the q^ueition^ 
While you and Pettis helped the jest on. 

Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretiu^i 
Are ai^ainst Gods^ you know* and teach ua. 
The God makes not the poet ; but 
The thesis, vice versa put, 
Should Hebrew-wise be understood. 
And means, the poet makes the God* 

Eg^jptian gard'ners thus are said to 
HaVe set the leeks they after pray'd to ; 
And Romish bakers pri^iM the deitjr 
They chipp'd, while yet in its paneity. 

That when you poets swear and ci^, 
The God inspires ; I rave, I die ; 
If iiywsffd wind does truly swell ye^ 
It must be the cholic in your belly : 
That writinf^ is but just like dice. 
And lucky mains make people wise : 
That jumbled words, if fortune throijr 'em. 
Shall, well as Dryden, form a poQpi $ 
Or make a sp^ch, correct and witty. 
As you know who — at the committee. 

So atoms, dancing round the centre* 
They urg^e, made all thini^s at a venture. 

But, granting matters should be spoke 
By method, rather than by luck, 
This may confine their younger styles 
Whom DrydeJi pedagogues at Will's ; 
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But never could be meant to tie 

Authentic witg like jou and I : 

For B8 jovng childreHf who are tjM in 

Go-carts, to keep their steps from sliding, 

When members knit, and legs grow strongei^ 

Make use of such machine no longer. 

But leap, pro ttNtu^ and scout 

On horse calFd Hobbj, or without ; 

So when at school we first declaim. 

Old Busbj walks us in a theme. 

Whose props support our infant vein. 

And help the rickets in the brun : 

But when our souls their force dilate. 

And thoughts grow up to wit's estate, 

In Terse or prose we write or chat, 

Not sixpence matter upon what. 

'Tis not how well an author sajs. 
But 'tis how much, that gathers praise, 
Tonson, who is himself a wit, 
Counts writers' merits by the sheet. 
Thus each should down with all he thinks. 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I should be glad to see jou ; 
I hope je're well ; so Crod be wi' you ; 
Was all I thought at first to write $ 
But things, since then, are alter'd quite ; 
Fancies flow in, and Muse flies high. 
So God knows when mj clack will He : 
I must, Sir, prattle on, as afore, 
And beg yosr pardon yet this half Itour, 



TO VLEETWOqi) $B«%ltUtD, fiSQ. 

So at pore bara of loud Noii-CQn» 
Where with my gprannam I hare gone^ 
When Lobb had sifted all his text. 
And I well hop'd the puddiog next, 
Now to apply, has pla^u'd me more 
Than all his villain cant before. 

For your religion ; first, of her 
Your friends do say'ry things aver : 
Thej say she's honest as your claret, 
Not soured with cant, nor stummM with merit. 
Your chamber is the sole retreat 
Of chaplains ev'ry Sunday night ; 
Of grace^ no doubt, a certain sign, 
When layman herds with man divine ; 
For if their fame be iustly great, 
Who would no Popish nuncio treat. 
That his is greater, ve must grant. 
Who ufiU treat nuncios Protestant. 
One single positive weighs more. 
You know, than negatives a score. 

In politics, I hear, youVe stanch. 
Directly bent a^alast the French ^ , 
Deny to have your frep-born toe 
Dra^oon*4 into a wooden shoe ; 
Are in no plots, but fairly drive at 
The public welfare, ifi y oufr private $ 
And will for England's glory try 
Turks, Jews, afid Jesuits, to def|^. 
And keep your places till you die. 
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For me, whom wand 'ring Fortune threw 
From what I loy*d, the town and jou. 
Let me juit tell you how my time is 
Pas8*d in a country life.'— /mpr/mi«, 
Ab goon at Fhcehns' rays inspect us, 
Fint, Sir, I read, and then I breakfast ; 
So on, till foresaid god does set, 
I tometimes study, sometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave hoys, 
'^ith whom old Homer makes such noise, 
The giealest actions I can find 
Are, that they did their work, and dinM. 

The books of which Fm chiefly fond, 
Are such as yon haye whilom conn'd ; 
That treat of China's civil law, 
And subjects' T\ghU in Oolconda ; 
Of hig^faway elephants at Ceylan, 
That rob in clans, like men o' th' Highland ; 
Of apes that storm or keep a town 
As well, almost, as Count Lauzun i 
Of unicorns and alligators, 
£Uu, memUid^ mummies, witches, satyrs, 
And twenty other stranger matters, 
Which, tbo' thev'se things I've no couceni io, 
Make aQ our grooms admire my learning. 

Critiques 1 read on ^tfaer men. 
And hypen upon them again ; 
'Flora whose remarks I give opinion 
Om twenty hooks, yet ne'er look in one. 



^ro FLBETWOOD VBBPRARDy SlQ. 

Then all jour wits that fleer and sham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram, 
From whom I jests "and puns purloin, 
And slil J put them off for mine, 
Fond to be thought a country wit. 
The rest^-when Fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes I climb my mare, and kick her 
To bottled ale and neighb*ring vicar $ 
Sometimes at Stamford take a quart ; 
'Squire Shephard's health — with all mj heart. 

Thus, without much delight or grief, 
I fool away an Idle life. 
Till Shadwetl from the town retires, 
(Choak*d up with fume and seaooal fires) 
To bless the wood with peaceful lyric i 
Then hey for praise and panegyric ; 
Justice restored, and nations freed, 
Apd wreaths round William's glorions head. 



AN EPISTLE 

TO VLBETWOOD BHEPHARD, ESQ. 1689* 

VV HEW crowding folk, with strange ill facM, 
Were making legs and begging places. 
And some with patents, some with merit, 
Tir'd out my good Lord Dorset's spirit. 
Sneaking I stood amongst the crew, 
Desirisg mvch to speak with you. 



I waited while the ck>ck strnck fhrice> 

And footman brought out fiflj lies. 

Till, patien£e vcx'd and legs grown wearj, 

I thoaght it was in vain to tarry ; 

But did opine it might be better 

Bj pennj-post to send a letter i 

Now, if you miss of this epistle, 

I'm balk'd again, and may go whistle. 

My business. Sir, you'll quickly guess. 

Is to desire some little place ; 

And fair pretensions I have for*t, 

Much need, and very small desert. 

Whene'er I write to you I wanted, 

I always begg'd, you always granted. 

Now, as you took me up when little. 

Gave me my learning and my vict'al, 

Ask'd for me from my Xiord things fitting, 

Kind as Td been your own begetting ; 

Confirm what formerly youVe giv'n. 

Nor leave me now at six and seven, ^ 

As Sunderland has left Mun Stephen. 

No family, that takes a wh^lp 
M^heii first he laps, and scarce can yelp, 
Neglects, or turns him out of gate. 
When )ie's grown i|p to dog's estate s 
Nor parish, if tbpy once adopt 
The spurious |irats by strollers dropt. 
Leave 'en), yfkeu grown up lusty fello\fs, 
To the wide wprld, t^at is, the gallQWs : 
No, thank 'em, foj their Ipve, th^t'9 ^one 
Than if they'd throttled them at durse. 



TO fUaSTWOOD SHSraAKDy BS^. 9 

Mj uncle, rest bis soul ! when livhig^ 
Might hare contriT'd me ways of thnvmgy 
Taaght me with cyder to replenish 
Mj ratSy or ebbing tide of Renish. 
So when for Hock I drew prickt white wine, 
Swear't had the flayour, and was right wine j 
Or sent me with ten pounds to Fnnii* 
ValVinn, to some good rogne-attomej. 
Where now, by forging deeds, and cheatmg, 
I'd found some handsome ways of getting. 

AU this you made me quit, to follow 
That sneaking whey-^fac'd God Apollo ; 
Feat me among a fiddling crew 1 

Of folks I'd neyer seen nor knew, f- 

Calliope, and God knows who. J 

To add no more invectives to it. 
You spoilM a youth, to make a poet. 
In common justice. Sir, there's no man 
That makes the whore,' but keeps the woman. 
Amongst all honest christian people. 
Whoe'er breaks limbs maintains the cripple. 

The sum of all I have to say 
Is, that you'd put me in some way, 
And your petitioner shall pray-— 

There's one thing more I had almost slipt, 
But that may do as well in postscript ; 
My friend Charles Montague's preferr'd ; "] 

Nor would I have it long obscrv'd ^ 

That one Mouse ^ts while t'other's starv'c^ J 
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Ad virum <t^tissimum ct-amicttm Dominum 

SAMUELBM SCHAW, 

Dum thetes de ictero pro gradu docMs 

dtfenderet. 

1- 90EBE poteitt ssyis moi^ Tel lasd^re i^eqjtes, 
Laesas sol^rti Yel lelevare mafna. 
Aspics tu deciM hoc nostnuny placidos^^ fs^teic 
Indomitus quaatiua pf osU in arte lab^ : 
Non ictrftm poslhac pestemTe minabeiis prbi. 
Fortius hiQ juvenis dnm medicameB habet ; 
Mitte dehinc iras, et nato canQJUia dona i 
Neglectum teluiq dejice, sume lyram. 

4 Junii, 1092' UATraaf(J& priob. 



TRANSLATION BY MR. COOKE. 



To my learned Friend 
SAMUEL SCHAW, 

At taking his 
doctor's degree at letdew, 
Jnd defending a Thesis on the Jaundice, 

O Phobbus* Deity, whose powerful hand 
Can spread diseases thro' tl^e jo jjful land, 
Alike all pow'rful to relieve the pain, 
And bid the g^roaning nations smile ag^aia ; 



TO 1«£ kiKG. 11 

Wben Schaw, our piride, jon see, coflless yoa find 
In faiffl Whkt art can do, with labonr joined ; 
No more tbe World thy direfbl threats shall fear. 
While he, the yonth, onr remedy is near : 
Suppress thy rage, with verse thy son inspire. 
The dart neglected, to assume the lyre. 



PRESENTED TO THE KLVG, 

At his Arrival in Holland, 

AFTEft Tks DISCOVERT OV TBE CONSPIRACY, 1606. 



Serus in celum redeas, diuque 
Laetus Intersis populo Quirini : 
Neve te nostris viciis iniquum 

O^or aura 
ToUat. ..... HOR. AD AUGUSTUM. 



I E cateftil angels. Whom eternal Fate 
Ordains, on earth and human acts to wait ; 
Who turn with secret power this restless hall, 
And bid prede9tih*il emp^e rise and fall : 
Yonr sacred aid teligious inoharchs own, 
When first tb^ merit, then ascend Ate throne ; 
But tyrants jdn^d ye, lest yonr jcwt docree 
Transfer the i>ow'r, and set flje people free : 
See rescsM Itritaih at your aftars bow. 
And hear her hymns yonr fa^ppy cAre avow ; • 
That stiU her aixes and her rods support 
The judge's Irofwn, and ^ce the awAil 4;o«t ; 
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Tint Low, wiA all her pomfooi terror stands. 
To mren the dagger from the traitor's hands ; 
Aai rigid Jutice reads the fatal word. 
Poises the halaacc first, then- draws the sword. 

Britain her safe! j to joor guidance owns. 
That she can sep*mte parricides from sons ; 
That, impioos rage disarmed, she liyes and reigns. 
Her freedom kept hj him who broke her chains. 

And thon, great Minister, aboye the rest 
Of guardian spirits, be thon for ever blest : 
Thou, who of old was sent to Israel'^ court 
With secret aid, great David's strong support. 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And strike the useless jay'Iin to the wall. 
Thj hiter care o'er William's temples held. 
On Boyne's propitious hanks, the heav'nly shield, 
When pow'r Divine did soy'reign right declare, 
And cannons mark'd whom they were bid to spare. 

Still, ble&sed Angel, be tfaj care the same ! 
Be William's life untouch'd, as is his fame ! 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand ; 
Save thou the King, as he has sav'd the land. 

We angels' forms in pious monarchs view ; 
We rev'rence William, for he acts like jou; 
Xfike 70U, commission'd to chastise and bless. 
He must avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent Fate our potent pray'r receives, 
Ai|d still Britannia smiles and William lives : 
The hero, dear to Earth, by Heav'n belov'd. 
By jtroubles must be vex'd, by dangers prov'd ; 



TO THS Klirff. 13 

Hm foei moit aid, to make his fame complete. 
And ^ bis throne secure on their defeat. 

So, tho' with sudden rage the tempest comes, 
Tho' the winds roar, and tho* the water foams. 
Imperial Britain on the sea looks down, 
And smiling sees her rebel subjects frown : 
toiking her cliff, the storm confirms her powVs 
The waves but whiten her triumphant shore : 
In vain thej would advance, in vain retreat $ 
Broken they dash, and perish at her feet. 

For William still new wonders shall be shown ; 
The pow'rs that rescu'd shall preserve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain's j^yiiil sea, 
Behold^ the monarch ploughs his liquid waj : 
His fleet* in thunder thro' the world declare 
Whose empire they obey, whose arms they bear. 
Bless'd by aspiring winds, he finds the strand 
Blacken'd with crowds $ he sees the nation stand, 
Blessing his safety, proud of his command. 
In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great Leader's praise ; by turns they tell 
And listen, each with emulous glory fir'd, 
How Wiltiam conquer'd, and how France retir'd; 
How Belgia, freed, the hero's arm confest, 
But trembled for the courage which she blest. 

Louis ! from this gi'eat example know 
'to be at once a hero and a foe : 
By sounding trumpets, hear, and rattling drums, 
Ml hen William to the open vengeance comes ; 
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And see the soldier plead the monarch's ng^ 
Heading his troops, and foremost in the figiit 

Hmce, then, close Ambush and perfidious War, 
Down to jom natire seats of night repairs 
And thou, Beliona, weep thj cruel pride 
Hestmin'd, behind the yictor's chariot ty*d 
in brazen knots and eyerlasting chains: 
(So Europe's peace, so William's fate ordaim) 
While on the iv'ry chair, in happy state, 
He sits, secure in innocence, and great 
In Teg^l clemency, and views beneath 
Averted darts of rage and pointless arms of deatft> 



TO A CHILD OF QUALITY, 
fh}e Tears oU^ 1704; the Auikar then fir^*- 

I. 

JLords, knights, and 'squires, the mim'rous bas^ 

That wear the fair Miss Mary's t fetters, 
Were summoned by her high command. 

To show their passions by their lettero. 

II. 
My pen amongst the rest I took. 

Lest those bright eyes that cannot read 
Should dart their kindling fires, and look 

The powV they hare to be obey'd. 

• Mr. Prior was born in the year 1664. 

+ We presume this young lady was one of thcDottrttPniiy, 



TO A CHAUI OV QUALItr. 15 

III. 

Nor quality nor i^eputatioa 

Forbid me yet my flame to tell, 
Bear five years old befriends my passioa, 

And 1 may write till she can spell. 

IT. 

F»T, wkile she makes her silkworms beds. 
With all the tender things I swear, 

Whilst all the house my passion reads . 
In papers round her baby's hair ; 

V. 

She may receive and own my flame, 

For, tho' the strictest pmdes should know it, 
She'll pass for a most virtuous dame, 

And I for an unhappy poet. 

TI. 

Then, too, alas 1 when she shall tear 
The lines some younger rival sends, 

She'll give me leave to write, I fear, 
And wc shall still continue friends. 

VII. 

For, as our diffei:ent ages move, 

'Tis so ordain'd, (wou'd Fate but mend it !) 
That I shall be past makmg love 

When she begins to comprehend it. 
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TO THS COUNTESS OF EXETER, 
Ftaifing mi the Luie, 

Wmat chamis jou have, from what high laoe 

jon sprung. 
Hare heen the pleasing suhjects of mj song: 
Unskiird and joung, yet something still I writ 
Of Ca*iidish' beautj joinM to CeciFs wit. 
But when jon please to show the lab'ring Muse 
What greater theme jour music can produce, 
Mj babbling praises I repeat no more. 
Bat hear, rcijoice, stand silent, and adore. 

The Persians thus, first 'gazing on the son, 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd,how bright it shoie{ 
But, as his pow> was known, their thoughts weit 

rais'd. 
And f oon thej worshippM what at first they praisU 

Eliza's glory lives in Fpenser^s song. 
And Cowley's verse keeps fair Orinda * yonqgi 
That as in birth, in beauty you excel. 
The muse might dictate and the poet tell : 
Your art no other art can speak { and yoo. 
To show how well yoii play, must play anewi 
Your music's pow'r your music must disclose, 
For what ly^ht is, 'tis only light that diows. 

Strange force of harmony, that thus controb 
Our thoughts, and turns and sanctifies our sonii: 
While with its utmost art your sex could move 
Q%K WQDideT only, or at best our love : 

* ^rs* Ktthsrioe PbiUps. 



TO THE C0i;VTJ3M OF EXETER. 17 

Yott far above both these jonr God did place, 
That jour high pow'r might worldly thoughts de- 
stroy ; 
That with yottr munhersyoaour zeal might raise, 
And, like himself, communicate your joy. 

When to your native heav'n you shall repair, 
And vith your presence croivn the blessings there, 
Your lute may wind its strings but little higher. 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 
Your art is perfect here ; your numbers do, 
More, than our books, make the rude Atheist 

know 
That there's a Heav'o, by what he hears below. 

As in some piece, while Luke his skill exprest, 
A cunning angel came and drew the rest ; 
So ivheu you play, some godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid ; divinity helps art ; 
Some cherub finishes what you begun. 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To burning Rome when frantic Nero play'd. 
Viewing that face, no more he had survey'd 
The raging flames ; but, struck with strange sur- 
prise, 
Confessed them less than those of Anna's eyes: 
But, had he heard thy lute, he soon had found 

I 

His rage eluded and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphion's hand, had wak'd the stone^ 
And from destruction calVd the rising town ; 
Malice to music had been forc'd to yield. 
Nor could he burn so fast as thou couldst build. 

c 3 



18 

TO THB COUNTESS OF DORSET. 

WRITIEIC nr HER VWTOttf 

^ Mr. BraOmry. 

See here how bright the first-bom Tir^ shone. 
And how the first fond lover was undone. 
Such charming words our beauteous mother spokei 
As Milton wrote, and such as jours her look. 
Yours the best copy of th' original face, 
Whose beauty was to furnish all the race: 
Such chains no author could escape but he ; 
There's no way to be safe<*but not to see. 



TO THE LADY DURSLEY, 
On the same SubjecL 

Iaekb reading how fond Adam was betrayed, 
And how by sin Eve^s blasted charms decaj'd, 
Our common loss unjustly you complain. 
So small tha^ part of it which you sustain. 

You still, fair mother, in your offspring tnMX 
T^e stock of beauty destined for the race : 
Kind Nature, forming them, the pattern took 
From Heav'n's first work, and Eve*8 original look. 

You> happy Saint, the serpent's pow*r control) 
Scarce any actual guilt detiles your soul ; 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boasti 
V^ich gains a Heav'n for earthly Eden lost 



TO MT LOIW BUCKliVRBT. 19 

WithinTtae strong as jonxs had Eve been* arm'd, 
lo vain the fruit bad blush'd, or serpent charm'd; 
Nor had our bliss by penitence been bonght, 
Ndr had frail Adam £iirn, nor Milton wrote. 



TO MY LORD BUCKHU^ST, 

Fety youngy playing wUh a Cai, 

Thb am'rous youth, whose tender breast 
Was by his darling Cat possest, 
Obtained of Venus his desire, 
Howe'er irregular his fire : 
Nature the pow'r of love obey'd. 
The Cat became a blushing maid. 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employed his wonder and his joy. 

Take care, O beauteous Child, take care, 
Lest thou prefer so rash a pray'r ; 
Nor vainly hope the Queen of Love 
Will e'er thy fav'rite's charms improve. 
O quickly from her shrine retreat. 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate ! 

The Queen of Love, who soon will see 
Her own Adonis live in thee. 
Will lightly her first loss deplore, 
Will easily forgive the boar : 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow, 
With jealous rage her bjcast wij( glpw, 
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And on her tabbj rivars fkoe 

She deep will mark her aew difgrace. 



TO THX ■•NOIIABLE 

t 

% 

CHARLES MONTAGUi:, ESQ. 

Afterwards Eari of EmU^ov* 
I. 

JtIowe'er, 'tis well tliat, while mankind 
Thro* Fate's perverse meauder errs, 

He can imagined pleasures find, 
To combat against real cares. 

n. 
Fancies and notions he pursues, 

Which ne'er had being but in thought ; 
Each* like the Grecian artist, woos 

The image he biinself has wrought* 
X in. 

Against experience he believes ; 

Ue argues against demonstration: 
Fleas'd when hi« reason he deceives, 

And fet9 bi$ judgmept by his passipn. 

The hoary fool, who many days 

Has struggled with continued sofro^, 

Renews bis hope, and blindly iays 
The desp^ralie bet i^n io-monov* • 



TO THE HONOEABLS C MONTAGUE. 21 
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T. 

To-raop'o-w comes $ 'tis nooa, 'tis night : 

This daj, like ail the fbrmer, flies : 
Yet on he runs, to seek* delight 

To-morrrow, till to-ntght he dies. ^ 

▼1/ 
Oar hopes, like toVring falcons, aim 

At objects in an airy height : 
The little pleasure of the game 

Is from afar to view the flight. 

▼11. 
Our anxious pains we all the day 

In search of what we like emploj ; 
Scorning at night the worthless prey. 

We find the labour gave the joy. 

VIII. 

At distance thro' an artful glass 

To the mind's eye things well appear ; 

They lose their forms, and make a mass 
Confus'd and black, if brought too near. 

IX. 

If we see right, we see our woes : 
Then what avails it to have eyes 7 

From ignorance oiv comfort flows: 
The only wretched are the wise. 

X. 

We weary 'd should lie down in death, 
This cheat of life would take no more ; 

If you thought fame but empty breath— 
I, Fbillis but a peijur'd whore. 
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▼AmiATlORk in A COPT, PRINTED 1 6^» 

Oum hopes, like tow'ring falcons, aim. 

At objects ia an airy height; 
But all Uie pleasure of the game 

Is afar off to view the flight. . 

The worthless prey but only shews 
The joy consisted in the strife; 

Whate*er we take, as soen we lose 
In Homer*s riddle and in life. 

So, whilst in feverish sleeps we think 
We taste what waking we desire» 

The dream is better than the drink. 
Which only feeds the uckly fire. 

To the mind's eye things well apftear. 
At distance through an artful glsi^s^; 

JSring but the flattering objects n^ar. 
They're all a senseless gloomy m;ass. 

Seeing aright, we see our woes : 
Then what avails it to have eyes ? 

From ignorance our comfort flows, . 
The only wretched are the wise. 

We wearied should lie down in death. 
This cheat of life would take no more; 

If you thought fame but stinking breath, 
And PhiMif but a perjur'd whore. 
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TO DR. SHERLOCK, 
On hii ]hr8eiic0l Di9emir§e ameeming DeM. 

FoRfiiTE the Muse, who, in unhallow'd strains. 
The Saint one moment from his God detains 4 
For sure, whatever jon do, where'er jou are, 
'Tis all but one good work, one constant praj'r. 
Forgave her ; and entreat that God, to whom 
Thy faYourM vows with kind acceptance come. 
To raise her notes to that sublime degree ' 
Which suits a song of pietjr and thee. 

Wondrous good Man ! whose labours may repel 
The force of sin, may stop the rage of hell s 
Thou, like the Baptist, from thy God was sent* 
The crying Voice, to bid th^ world repent. 

Thee Youth shall study, and no more engage 
Their flatf ring wishes for uncertain age ; 
No more, with fruitless care and cheated strife. 
Chase fleeting pleasure thro' this maze of life ; 
Finding the wretched all they here can have 
But present food, and but a future grave ; 
Each, great as Philip's victor son, shall view 
This abject world, and, weeping, ask a new. 

Decrepit Age shall read thee, and confess 
Thy labours can assuage wl>ere med'^ines cease 1 
Shall bless thy words, their wounded soul's relief, 
Tbe drpps that sweeten their last dregs of life ; 
Shall look to Heav'n and laugh at all beneath. 
Own riches gather'd trouble, fame a breadi, 
And life an ill, whose only cure is death. 
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24' EPI6TLB9. 

Thj even thoughts with so much plahmess flow 
Their sense untutored Infancy may know ; 
Yet to such height is all that plainness wrought, 
Wit may admire, and lettered Pride he taught. 
Easy in words the style, in sense suhlime, 
On its hiest steps each age and sex may rise ; 
'Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch's dream, 
Its foot on earth, its height above the skies. 
Diffas*d its virtue, boundless is it's pow'r i 
'Tis public health, and universal cure : 
Of heav'iily manna 'tis a second feast, 
A nation's food, and all to ev'ry taste. 

To its last height mad Britain's guilt was rear'd, 
And various death for various crimes she fear'd: 
With your kind Work her drooping hopes revive ; 
You bid her read, repent, adore and live: 
You wrest the bolt from Heav'n's avenging hand, 
Stop ready death, and save a sinking land. 

O ! save us still ; still bless us with thy star: 
O! want thy heav'n till we have leam'd the waj: 
Refuse to leave thy destin'd charge too soon, 
And for the Church's good defer thy own. 
O ! live, and let thy Works urge our belief; 
Live to explain thy doctrine by thy life; 
Till future ftifancy, baptiz'd by Oiee, 
Grow ripe in years, and old in piety 
Till Christians yet unborn be taught 

Then in full age and hoary holiness 
Retire, great Teacher ! to thy promis'd bliss; 
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TO PBILO. 25 

UntouchM thy tomb, uninjured be thj dnst, 
As thj own feme among* the future just, 
Till in last sounds the dreadful trumpet speaks; 
Till judgment calls, and quicken'd nature wakes ; 
Till thro* the utmost earth and deepest sea 
Our scattered atoms find their destin'd waj. 
In haste to clothe their kindred souls again. 
Perfect our state, and build immortal man : 
Then fearless thou, who well sustain'dst the fight, 
To paths of jojr and tracts of endless light. 
Lead up all those who heavd thee and belicT'd $ 1 
'Midst thy own flock,i:reat Shepherd,be received, y 
And glad all fieay'n with millions thou hast sav'd. J 



TO A PERSON 
fFho wrote iUy and spoke worse, against me* 

Lie, Philo, untouch*d, on mj peaceable shelf, 

Nor take it amiss tiiat to little I heed thee ; 
Tve no envy to thee and some love to myself; 

Then why should I answer, since first I must 
read thee ? 
Drunk with Helicon^s waters and double-brewM 
bub. 

Be a linguist, a poet, a critic, a wa^ ; 
To the solid delight o^thy well-judging club. 

To the damage alone of thy bookseller Bra^. 
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Pursue me with satire ; what ham is there kit ? 

But from all wvu voce reflectioii forbear ; 
There caiU>e no daager from what thou shalt foax ; 

There may be a little from what thou mayit 
. Bwear. 



ON THE SAME PBRSON. 

>T RILE, faster than his oostire brain inditn, 
Philo's quick band in flowing letters writes ; 
filis case appears to me like. honest Teague^s, 
When he was nm away witii by his legs. 
Phcsbus, give Fhilo o'er himself command ; 
Quicken his senses, or restrain his hand ; 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink ; 
So may he cease to write, and learn to think. 



TO THE 

LADY ELIZABETH HARLEY, 

AFTERWARDS MARCHlOlfESS OF CAER3[ARTHCN'< 

On a Column of her dramhig, 

y HEN future ages shall with wonder view 
These glorious lines which Harley's daughter dre^i 
They shall confess that Britain coiild not raise 
A fairer Column to the father's praise. 
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TO «X BKrvr aoWORABLE TOB 

COUNTESS DOWAGER OF DEVONSHIRE, 
0» a Piece of fVisnen'B^ mktreon wwe all her 



vViEsscN and Nature held a long con^teat, 
If she created or he painted b^st ; 
With pleasing thought the 'vrondrous combat gr«w, 
She still formed fairer, he still like her drew. 
In these sev'n brethren they contended last ; 
With art increasM, their utmost skill they try'd, 
And both well pleasM they had themselves 

iurpast. 
The Goddess triumphed, and the painter dy'd. 
That both thcTir skill to this vast height did raise, 
Be ours the wonder, and be yours the praise : 
For here, as in some glass, is well descry'd 
Only yourself, thus often multiply'd. 
When Heav'n had you and gracious Anna * nmde, 
What more exalted beauty could it add ? 
Having no nobler images in store. 
It but kept up to these, nor could do more 
Than copy well what it had fram'd before. 
If in dear Burghley's gen'rous face we see 
Obliging truth and handsome honesty, 
With all that world of charms, which soon will 

move 
RfvVence in men, and in the fair ones love ; 

• Eldest daughter oTthc CouBtMs, 
D 2 
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28 EpniLn. 

His werj ipmce his fair descent assures, 
He has bis mother's beauty, she has yours. - 
If ev'rjr Cecil's face bad ev'ry charm 
That thought can fancy or that Heav'n can form, 
Their be^jjies a|l become your beauty's due, 
They are all fair, because thy're all like you. 
If er'ry Ca'ndish great and charming look. 
From you that air, from you the charms, they took. 
In their each limb your image is exprest. 
But on their brow firm courage stands confest ; 
There their great father, by a. strong increase, 
Adds strength to beauty, and completes the piece. 
Thus still your beauty in your sons we 
Weissen sev'n times one great perfection 
Whoever sat, the picture still is you. 

So when the parent-sun with genial beaiQS 
Has animated many goo.4Iy gems,^ 
He sees himself improv'd, while ev'ry stone, 
With a resembling light, reflects a sun. 

So when great Rhea many births had giv'n, 
Such as might goyem earth and people hea^'n, 
Her glory grew diffus'd ; and, fuller known. 
She saw the Deity in ev'ry son ; 
And to what God soe'er men alters rals'd, 
Hon'ring the off 'spring, they the mother praised. 
In short-liv'd charms let others place their joys, 
Which sickness blasts, and certain age destroys; 
Your stronger beauty time can ne'er deface, 
'Tis still rcnew'd, and stamp'd in all your race. 
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TO ▲ tOVW& LADT. 2d 



Ah ! Weitsen, had thy art been m refin'd 
As with tbeic beauty to have drawn their mind, 
Thro* circling years thy labours would survive, 
And living rules to fairest virtue give. 
To men unborn and ages yet to live : 
'Twould attli be wonderful, and still be new, 
Against what time, or spite, or fate, could do, 
Till thine, confus'd with nature's pieces, lie. 
And Can di:ih*8 name and Cecil's honor die. 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WHO WAS FOVO OF F0RTI7NE-TEI.LING* 

You, Madam, may with safety go 
Decrees of destiny to know ; 
For at your birth kind |4wiets reign'd, 
And certain happiness ordaia'd : 
Such charms as yours are only giv'19 
To. chosen favourites of Heav'n. 

But such is my uncertain state, 
'Ti^ dangerous to try my fate ; 
For I wonld only knofw from art 
The future motions of your heart, 
AmI what predestinated doom 
Attea^B my i*ve iov years to come $ 
-No secvets else, that mortals learn. 
My cares deserve, or life ooncem ; 
But this will so important be, ^ 
i di«ad to teareh Ihe daik dteieo i 
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For while the snuillest hope renuuns, 
Faint joys are minified irith mj padns. 
Vain distant views mj fancj please, 
And give some intermitting eate ; 
But should the stars too plainly show 
That jrou have doom'd mj endless woe, 
No human force or art conld bear 
The torment of my wild de^air. 

This secret, then, I dare not know, 
And other truths are useless now. 
What matters, if unblest in love. 
How long, or short mj lifeVill prove ? 
To gratify what low desire, 
Should I with needless haste inquire, 
Hdw great, how wealthy I shall be ? 
Oh ; what is wealth or pow'r to me ! 
If I am happy or undone* 
It must proceed from you alone. 



TO A FRIEND ON HIS NUPTIALS. 

^V^HEN Jove lay blest in his Alcmasna's charms, 
Three nights in one he prest her in his arms $ 
The sun lay set, and conscious Nature strove 
To shade her God, and to prolong his love. 

From that auspieious night Alddes came ; 
What lets could rite from Jove mm! such a dpve? 



DBrnmro tbb QOXBt's picture. S{ 

May thisaiuf icioos nfgrbt widi that comfMune] 
Nor loss tlie joys, nor lest the rising bdr, 
He %tffm% as Jove, she like Alcauuia fiiir. 



TO A POET OF QUALITY, 
rRAisnrG ins ladt HicRmBROKE. 

Of tbj jndicioos Mose's sense, 

YouD|^ HiDclunbroke so very proud is, 
That Sacharissa and Hortense 

She looks henceforth upon as dowdies* 

n. 
Yet she to one most still submit. 

To dear Mamma must pay her dnty ; 
She wonders, praising Wihnot's wit, 

Thou shottldst forn^et his daughter's beauty. 



AN EPISTLE, 

DBBXRIKG THE QUEER's PICTURE: 

Written at Fsris 1714, but left unfinishedy 
BT TWB gUDDBR REWS OF RKR MAJESTT*S DEATB. 

X HE tram of efuipac^e and jpomp of state, 
The ihwivff sideboard and the buniish'd pbite, 
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Let other mnitten, great Asne, vequire. 
And partial fall thy gift to their desire. 
To the iair Portrait of my tov'reign Dame, 
To that alone eternal be my claim. 

My bright defender, and my dread delight, 
If ever I found favour in thy sight ; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain's sake 
My past has took, or futiire> life may take, 
Be grateful to my Queen, permit my pray'r, 
And with this gift reward my tot^l care. 

Will thy indulgent hand, fair Saint, allow 
The boon ? and will thy ear accept the vow t 
That in despite of age, of impious flame, 
And eating Time, thy Picture, like thy fame, 
Entire may last, that a« their eyes survey 
The'semblant shade, men yet unborn may say, 
Thus great, thus gradons, look'd BritamMa's Qieai, 
Her brow thus smooth, her look was thiM serene; 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The mighty Empress gave her high command, 
That he to hostile camps and kings should haste, 
To speak her vengeance, as their danger, past ; 
To say, she wills detested wars to cease ; 
She checks her conquest for her subjects' ease, » 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace. 

Thee, gracious Anne, thee present I adore, 
Tbee, dtfeen of peace — If Tiine 9#d Fa<» hvK 
Higher to raise the glories of thy reign, [^w'r 
In m>rd8 sublimer and a nobler straifi. 



TO MOirSfEUR BOItEAO DEIPREAUX. 33 

HtLj htme bards the nagbty theme rehearse : 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phoebus kin^ of verse. 
The votive tablet I suspend • • « 



A LETTER 

TO MONSIEUR BOILEAU DESPREAUX $ 

Occasioned by the Victor}' at Blenheim, 1704. 



•^-Cupiduin, Pater optime, vires 

Oeficiunt : DMoque cnim quivls horrentia pHls 

Agminaf nee fracta pereuntes cuspide Gallos. — HOR. Sat. i. 



Since, hir'd for life, thy servile Muse must sing 
Snocessive conquests and a glorious King $ 
Must of a man immortal vainly boast. 
And bring him laurels, whatsoever, tlK^j cost f 
What tufn wilt thon employ, what colors lay 
On the event of that superior day. 
In which one English subject's prosperous hand 
(So Jove did will, so Anna did command) 
Broke the proud column of thy master-s praise 
Which sixty winters had conspir'd to raise ? 10 
From the lost field a hundred standards brought. 
Must be the work of Chance, and Fortune's fault. 
Bavaria's stars must be accus'd, which shone, 
That fatal day the mighty work was done, 
With rays oblique upon the Gallic sun ; 
Some demon, envying France, misled the fight ; 
And Mars miitook^ tho' Louis order'd right. 
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When thy yoiii^ MvneiBvok'd the tiiaef«INiw» 
To My how Louis did not pass the RUne, 
What work had we with Wagemaghen, Aiahein, 
Places that could not he reduc'd to rhyme ! 21 
And, tho' the poet made his last efforts, 
Wurts— *who could mention in heroic — ^Wurts ? 
But, tell me, hast thou reason to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the last campaign ? 
The Danube rescu'd and the Empire s^vM, 
Saj, is the majestjT of verse retriev*d ? 
And would it prejudice thy softer vein. 
To sing the princes, Louis and Eugene ? 
Is it too hard in happy verse to place 30 

The Vans and Vanders of the Rliinc and Maest i 
Her warriors Anna wnds from Tweed and Thames, 
That France may fall by more harmonioas namei. 
Canst thou not Haaulton or Lumle j bear } 
Would Ingoldsby or Palmes offend thy ear ? 
And is there not a sound in Marlbrd'i name 1 
Which thou and all thy brethren ought te daim, > 
Sacred to verse, and sure of endless fame I ' j 

Cutts is in metre something hanh to read t 
Place me the valiant Gouram in his stead : 40 
htt the intention make the number good ; 
JLet gen'rous Sylvius speak for honest Wood. 
And tbo* rough Churchill scarce inverse will stand, 
So as to have one rhyme at his ooramand. 
With ease the bard, reciting Blenheim's plain, 
May close the verse, rememb'iiog but the Dane. 



TO MONtlEUR MIUBAtf DBBPREAUi:. 3$ 

I ^rant, old frieml, «ld foe, {for rach we sre 

A\tenan» as the chance tff peace and war) 

That we poetic folks, who must restrain 

Oar measar'd say'mga in an equal chaui, $^ 

Have tro«blet atterly aakaowii to those 

Who let &eir ftSDCj loose isk rambita^ prose. 

For iMtanee, now, hew hard is it for mt 
To mrice mj matter and mj Terse agree 1 
In one great day, ok Hoebslet's ftttal pkdo, 
French and fiavartani, twenty HiousaAd slaKi i 
Push'd thro* the Danube to the shores of StyC 
•SqaadriMtt eif hteen, hattalidfls twenty-six i 
Officprs captiT^e asade, and private men, 
Of these, tuielTe handnd $ of those, th^nsandflttni; 
Tents, amnmnltion, colors, carriages, 6 1 

Cannons^ and lBettie-dnims,-^swaetquftihcrsth«Ba. 
Bat is it thtt^ yo« Knglish hards ooa^pose ? 
With Runic lays thns tag insipid prose ? 
Aod when you sbonld your heroes deeds reheane. 
Give us a coanosssary's list in vevie ? 

Why, fiMth, DespreauK, there's senae in what 
I told yon where my diffioalty lay : [you say ; 
SoYast, so namerotts were great Blenheim spoils, t39 
They scorn the bounds of Terse,and moek the Muse's 
To make the rough recital, aptly chine, [teiJs. 
Or bring the soQi e¥ Gattia's loss to rhyme, 
'Tig ra%hty hard : what poet would essay 
To cavBt the streamars at rayliord Mayor's day ? 
To naoaber aH the set^val dishes drest 
By honest Laaab la^t coroAation*feffi»t ? 
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Or make arithiMtic and epic meet* 

And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's stjrle repeat ? 

O Poet 1 had it been Apollo's will 
That I ha4 shared a portion of' thy skill ; BO 
Had this poor breast reoeiv'd the heav'nly beaniy 
Or could 1 hope my verse might reach my theme « 
Yet, Boileau I yet the laboring Muse should strive 
Beneath the shades of Marlbrd's wreathes to tive^ 
Should call aspiring Gods to bless her choice, 
And to their &v'rite's strains exalt her Toice, 
Arms and a Qqeeh to sing, who, great and good. 
From peacefuIThames to Danube's wond'ring flood. 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands. 
To save the nations from invading hands : 90 
To prop fair Liberty's declining <»»U8e, 
And fix the jarring, world with e^nal laws. 

The Queen should sit in Windsor's sacred grove, 
Attended by the Gods of War and Love ; 
Both should with equal zeal her smiles implore, 
To fix her joys, or to extend >ber pow'r. 
.. Sudden the ^Nymph9 and Tritons should appear ; 
. And as great Anna smifes, dispel their fear : 
With active dance should her observance claim; 
•. With vocal shell shouldsouad her happy n^me} 100 
. Their master Thames should leave the neighb'ring 
By his strong anchor known aifd silver oar : [shore, 
Should lay his ensigns at his sov'reign's feet^ 
And pudienoe mild with humble grace entreat. 

To her, his dear defence, he should complain, 
That whilst he bless€|g her indulgent reign. 
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IVhilst Amiier teas ore by hu fietti sunwj'dv' 
.4Dd on his bappy bankt each India laid, 
' H ii bretfaran Maete, and Waal, and Riuiie, and Saar, 
Feel Che hard burdeii of opprestire war : I i 
That Danube scarce retaiai his rif htftd course 
Ai^aiost two rebel armies' neighboring force ; 
And all must weep, sad captives to the Seine, 
Unless unchained and freed by Britain's Queen. 

The valiant Sov'reign calls her General forth, 
Neither recites her bounty nor his worth ) 
She tells him he must Europe's fate redeem, 
And by that labour merit her esteem ; 
She bids hkn wait her to the sacred hall, 
Shows him Prince Edward and the conquer'dGaiif ; 
Fixing the bloody cross upon his breiist, 1 2 1 
Says he must jdie, or succour the distrest i 
Placing the Saint an emblem by his side. 
She tells him Virtue arm'd must conquer l;i^-ies< 

The hero bows obedient, and retires ; [ I'ritle. 
The Queen's commands exal^ the warrior's ilres : 
His steps are to the silent woods inclin'd. 
The great design revolving in his mind. 
When to his sight a heav'nly form appears, 
Her hand a palm, her head a lauref wears. ] ':0 

Me, she begins, the fairest child of Jove, 
Below for ever sought, and blesi'd above ; 
Me, the bright source of wealth, and pow'r, and 
(Nor need 1 say Victoria is iny name) [fame, 

Mc the great Father down to thee has sent ; 
He bids me w;iit at thy dlstin^j^uisb'd tent, 
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To exeoite what Aw>*» wiih voold have ; 
Her Mbjcd thou, I onl j am her slave. 

Daie, thco, thoa mncfa belov'd b j smiliiii; Fate ; 
For Anna's sake and in her name, be f^reat : 140 
Go forth, and be to distant nations known. 
My fntme iarMte, and mj darlinf^ son : 
At ScheUenberif FU manifest sustain 
Thj f kirions cause, and spread my wing^ again, ^ 
Conspicnoos o'er thj bebn, in Blenheim's plain. ^ 
The Goddess said, nor would admit reply. 
But cat the liquid air, and gain'd the sky. 

His big^h commission u thro' Britain known, 
And thronging annies to his standard run ; 
He marches thoughtfiil, and he speedy sails ; 130 
(Bless him, ye seas ! and prosper him, ye gales!) 
Belgia receires him welcome to her shores. 
And William's death with lessen'd grief deplorst : 
His presence only must retrieve that loss ; 
Marlbrd to her must be what William was : 
So when great Atlas, from these low abodes 
Recaird, was gather'd to his kindred Gods, 
Alcides, respited by prudent Fate, 
Sustain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight. 

Secret and Arift behold the chief advance ; 100 
Sees. half the empire join'd, and friend to France: 
The British Gen'ral dooms the fight; his sword 
Dreadfiil he ciraws ; the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George, the charging hero cries ; 
Shrill Kcho from the neighb'sing wood replies 
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^nne and St. George. — At that auspiciout tlgn 
The ftaadards moye, the adverse armies join. 
Of eight great hours Time measures out the sands, 
And Europe's fote in doubtful balance stands $ 
The ninth, Victoria comes :—o'er Marlbr6's head^ 
Confessed she sits ; the hostile troops recede 1 1 7 1 Y 
TViumphs the Goddess, from her promise freed. J 

The Eagle, by the British Lion's might 
Unchain'd and free, directs her upward flight r 
Nor did she e'er with stronger pinions soar 
From Tyber*s banks than now from Danube's shore. 

Fir'd with the thoughts which these ideas raise. 
And great ambition of my country's praise, 178 
The English Muse should like the Mantuan rise, 
Scornful of earth and clouds, should reach the 

skies, 
With wonder (tho' with envy still) pursu'd 
human eyes. 

But we must change the style — Just now I said 
I ne'er was master of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the small genius which my youth could boast, 
In prose and bus'ness lies extinct and lost $ 
Bless'd if I may some younger muse excite. 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That from Marseilles to Calais France 

know, 
As we have conqu'rors, we have poets 
And either laurel does in Britain grow 
That, tho' amongst ourselves, with too much heat, 
W# sometimes wrangle when we should debate, 
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(A conie^nential ill which freedom draws ; 

A bad effect, but from a noble cause) 

W'q can with uaiversal zeal adyance, 

To curb the faithless arrogance of France ; 

Nor ever shall Britannia's sons refuse 

To answer to thy Master or thy Muse $ 

Nor want just subject for victorious strains, | 

While Marlbc^'s arm eternal laurels gains, 200 > 

And where old Spenter subs a new Eliza reignst j 



HYMNS. 



HYMN TO THE SUN. 

jlET BY DR. PURCELL*. 
I. 

jLight of the world, and roler of the year, 
With happy speed begin thy great career, 
And, as thou dost thy radiant journeys run, 
Thro' ev'ry distant climate own. 
That in fair Albion thou hast seen 
The greatest prince, tbe brightest queen, 
That ever say'd a land or blest a throne. 
Since first thy beams were spread, or genial pow'r 

II. [was known. 

So may thy godhead be confest. 
So the returning year be bles^^ 
As his infant month? bestow 
Springing wreaths for William's brow ; 
As his summer's youth shall shed 
Eternal sweats around Maria's head. 
From the blessings they bestow 
Our times are dated, and our aeras moTe : 
They gorem and enlighten all below. 
As thou dost all above. 

* Sung before their Majesties on new-year^s dav, T694. 
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III. 

Let our hero, in the war 

Active and fierce, lilic thee, appear; 

Like thee, great son of Jove, like thee, 

When, clad in rising mdjesty, 

Thou inarchest down o'er Delos' hills confessed, 

With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory dress'd. 

Like thee, the hero does his arms employ 

The ra«iiug I'ython to destroy, 

And give the injured nations peace aad joy. 

IV. 

From fairest years, and time's more happy storei, 

Gather all tlie smiling Hours ; 

Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 

Such as with conquest have rewarded 

Triumphant victors' happy cares ; 

Such as story has recorded 

Sacred to Nassau's long renown, 

For countries sav'd and battles won. 

V. 

March them again in fair array. 

And bid them form the happy day. 

The happy day designed to wait 

On William's fame and Europe's fate. 

Let the happy day be crown'd 

With great event and fair snocess ; 

No brighter in the year be found. 

But that which brings the victor home is peace> 
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A grain thy godhead we implore. 

Great in wisdom as in pow'r; 

Again, for good Maria's sake and ours, 

Choose out other smiling Hours ; 

Such as with jojous wings have fled 

When happy counsels were advising $ 

Such as have lucky omens shed 

O'er forming [aws and empires rising j 

Such as many courses ran. 

Hand in hand, a goodly train, 

To bl^ss the great Eliza's reign ; 

And in thB typic glory show 

What fuller bliss Maria shall bestow. 

VII. 

As the solemn Hours advance, ^ 

Mingled send into the dance 

Many fraught with all the treasures 

Which thy eastern travel views; 

Many, wing'd with all the pleasures 

Man can ask, or Heav'n diffuse ; 

That great Maria all those joys may know. 

Which, from her care§, upon her subjects flow. 

viu. 

* 

For thy own glory sing our Sovereign's praise, 

God of verses and of days $ 

Let alLthy tuneful sons adorn 

Their lasting work with William's name $ 

Let chosen Muses yet unborn 

Take great Maria for Jbeir futui^ theme ; 
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Eternal structures let them raise 

On William and Maria's praise : 

Nor want new subject for the song^. 

Nor fear they can exhaust the store, 

Till Nature's music lies unstrung ; 

Till thouj gnreat God ! shalt lose thy double pow'rf 

And touch thy lyre, and shoot thy beams no more. 



THE FIRST HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS. 

TO JUPITER. 

While we to Jove select the holy Tictim, 
Whom apter shall we sing than Joye himself, 
The God for e^er great, for erer king. 
Who slew the earthbom race, and measures right 
To heav'n's great 'habitants ? Dictaran hear'st tboa 
More joyful, or Ly-caean, long dispute 
And various thought has tracM. On Ida's mount, 
Or DictsB, studious of his country's praise, - 
The Cretan boasts thy natal place ; but oft' 
He meets reproof desenr'd ; for he, presumptuoos, 
Has built a tomb for thee who never know'st 
To die, but liv'st the same to-day and ever. 
Arcadian therefore by thy birth : great Rhea, 
Pregnant, to high Parrhasia's cliffs retir'd. 
And wild Ly casus, black with shading pines: 
Holy, retreat I sithence no female hither. 
Conscious of social love and Nature's rites 
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Must dare approach, from the inferior reptile 
To womaiiy form divine. There the blest parent 
Uo^t her spacious bosom, and discharg^M 
The pond'rous birth $ she sought a neig hb'rinf 

spring 
To wash the recent babe : in vain : Arcadia, 
(However streamy now) adust and dry, 
Deny'd the Goddess water ; where deep Melai 
And rocky Gratis flow, the chariot smok'd 
Obscure with rising dust : the thirsty traveler 
In vain required the current, then, imprisoned 
In subterranean caverns : forests grew 
Upon the barren hollows, high o'ershading 
The haunts of savage beasts, where no laon 
And Erimanth incline their friendly urns. 

Thou, too, O £arth, great Rhea said, bring forthy 
And short shall be thy pangs. ^She said, and high 
She rear'd her arm, and with her sceptre struck 
The yawning cliff: from its disparted height 
Adown the mount the gushing torrent ran. 
And cheered the valleys : there the heavenly npio* 
ther [wrapt them 

Bath'd, mighty King I thy tender, limbs : she 
In purple bands : she gave the precious pledge 
To prudent ^eda, charging her to guard thee. 
Careful and secret : Neda, of the nymphs 
That tended the great birth, next Philyie 
And Styx, the eldest. Smiling, she received thee. 
And, conscious of the grace, absolved her trust } 
Aot unrewarded, since the river bore 
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The fav'rite virgin^s name : fair Neda rolls 
Bj Leprion^B ancient walls, a frnitfiil stream : 
Fast by her flow'ry hank the sons of Areas, 
Far'ntet of Heav'n, with happy care protect 
Their fleecy charge, and joyous drink her wave. 

Thee, God, to Cnossus Neda brought : the 
And Corybantes thee, their sacred charge, [Nymphs 
ReceivM : Adraste rock'd thy golden cradle ; 
The Goat, now bright amidst her fellow stars, 
Kind Amalthea, reach'd her teat distent 
With milk, thy early food : the sedulous bee 
Distiird her honey on thy purple lips. 

Around, the fierce Curetes (order solemn 
To thy foreknowing mother !) trod tumultuoas 
Their mystic dance, and clang'd their sounding 
Industrious with the warlike din to quell [arms, 
Thy infant cries, and mock the ear of Saturn. 

Swift growth and wondrous grace, O heaT*nIj 
Waited thy blooming years ; inventive wit [Jore, 
And perfect judgment crownM thy youthful act. 
That Saturn's sons receivM the threefold empire 
Of beav'n, of ocean, and deep hell beneath. 
As the dark urn and chance of lot determined, 
Old poets mention fabling. Things of momeof, 
Well nigh equivalent and neighboring value. 
By lot are parted ; but high Heaven, thy share, 
In equal balance laid 'gainst sea or hell. 
Flings up the adverse scale, and shuns proportion : 
Wherefore not ehance, but pow'r above thy breth- 
Esuilted thee their king. When thy great will [re> 
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Commands thy chariot forth, impetuoos streiigth 
And fiery swiftness wing the rapid wheels 
Incessant ; high the eagle flies before thee. 
And, oh ! as I and nune consult thy augur. 
Grant the glad omen ; let thy fav'rite rise 
Propitious, ever soaring from the right. 

Thou to the lesser Gods hast well assi^cn'd 
Their proper shares of pow'r, thy own, great Jove, 
Boundless and universal. Those who labour 
The sweaty forge, who edge the crooked so j the. 
Bend stubborn steel, and harden gleaning armour, 
Acknowledge Vulcan's aid. The early hunter 
Blesses Diana's hand, who leads him safe 
Overhanging cliffs, who spreads his net successful, 
And guides the arrow thro' the panther's heart. 
The soldier from successful camps returning 
With laurel wreath'd, and rich with hostile spoil. 
Severs the bull to Mars. The skilful bard. 
Striking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 
To make his hero and himself immortal. 
Those, mighty Jove, meantime thy glorious care. 
Who modfil nations, publish laws, announce 
Or life or death, and found or change the empire. 
Man owns the pow'r of kings, and kings of Jove : 
And as their actions tend subordinate 
To what thy will designs, thou giv'st the means 
Proportion'd to the work ; thou see'&t impartial 
How they those means employ. Each monarch 
His diff'rent realm, accountable to thee, [rules 
Great liulCr of the world ; these only have 
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To «peak and be obeyM ; to thoie are ^?Hi 
Assistant days to ripen the design ; 
To some whole months, lerolvin^ jean to some r 
Others, ill-fated, are oondemnM to toil 
Their fedions life, and mourn their purpose, blasted 
With fruitless act and impotence of counsel. 
Hail I greatest son of Saturn, wise disposer 
Of ev'ry good : thy praise -what man yet bom 
Has sung ? or who that may be bom shall sing ? 
Again, and often hail ! indulge our pray*r. 
Great Father I ^ grant us yirtue, grant us wealth ; 
For without virtue wealth to man avails not $ 
And virtue without wealth exerts less pow'r, 
And less diffuses good. Then grant us, gracious, 
Virtue and wealth, for both are of thy gift. 



THE SECOND HYM^ OF CALLIMACHUS- 

TO APOLLO. 

Hah 1 how the laurel, great ApoUo^s tree, 
And all the cavern shakes I Far off I far off! 
The man that is unhallow'd : for the God, 
The God approaches. Hark! he knocks; tbr 
Feel the glad impulse, and the severed bars [gates 
Submissive clink against their brazen portals. 
Why do the Delian palms incline their bougbs, 
Self-movM, and hov'ring swans, their throats 

released 
From native silence, carol sounds harmonioiis ? 
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Begin, yateag men, the hjmnt let all your 
harpi 
Break their inglorious silence, and the dance, 
In mystic nomben trod, explain the music. 
But first by ardent ptaj'r and clear lustration 
Purge the contagious spots of human weakness : 
Impure no mortal can behold Apollo. 
So may ye flourish, favourM by the God, 
Id youth with happy nuptials, and in age 
With silver hairs, and fair descent of children l 
So lay foundations for aspiring'cities, 
And bless your speading colonies' increase ? 

Pay sacred revVence to Apollo*8 song, 
lest wrathful the far-shooting God emit 
Bis fatal arrows. Silent Nature stands. 
And seas subside, obedient to the sound 
Of 16, 16 Pean ! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewail her lov'd Achilles' death ; 
For Phoebus was his foe. Nor must sad Niobe 
In fruitless sorrow persevere, or weep 
E'en thro' the "Phrygian marble. Hapless mother! 
Whose fondness could compare her mortal offspring 
To those which fair Latona bore to Jove. 
16 ! again repeat ye, 16 Pean I 

Against the Deity 'tis hard to strive. 
He that resists the powV of Ptolemy, [Heav'n 
Resists the pow'r of Heav n ; for pow'r from 
Derives, and monarchs rule by Gods appointed 

Recite Apollo's praise till night draws on. 
The ditty still unfinish'd, and the day 

VOL. II. *■ 



60 HTMRg. 

Unequal to the Godlicad's attribntet 
Various, and matter oopious of jour Bongs* 

Sublime at Jo?e's right hand Apollo sits. 
And thence distributes honour, gracious Kiii|^« 
And theme of verse perpetual. From his robe 
Flows light ineffable : his harp, his ^nivefy 
And Lictian bow, are gold : with golden saidab 
His feet are shod ; how rich ! how beantifol ! 
Beneath his steps the yellow mineral rises, 
And earth reveals her treasures. Yoath and bcntj 
Eternal deck his cheeks ; from his fair head 
Perfumes distil their sweets ; and cheerful Health, 
His duteous handmaid, thro* the air improved. 
With lavish hand diffuses scents ambrosial. 

The spearman's armbj thee, great God, directed, 
Sends forth a certain wound. The laurelled bard, 
Inspired bj thee, composes verse immortal. 
Taught by thy art divine, the sage physician 
, Eludes the urn, and chains or exiles Death. 

Thee, \omian ! we adore, for that from Heav ■ 
Descending, thou on fair Amphrysus* banks 
Didst guard Admetus' herds. Sithence the cow 
Produced on ampler store of milk, the she-goat. 
Not without pain dragg'd her distended odder; 
And ewes, that erst brought forth but single laiabs, 
No w droppM their twofold burdens. Blest (hecattle 
On which Apollo cast his fav'ring eye ! 

But Phoebus! thou to man beneficent, 
Delight'st in building ciUes. Bright Diaoal 
Kind sister to ihy infant-deity, 
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Xew-^ean'd, and just arism|>^ from the cradle, 
Brought hunted ^ild goats' heads and branching 

antlen 
Of stag's, the fruit and honour of her toil : 
These with discemiug hand thou kneiv'st to range, 
(Youngas thou wast) and in the well-framM models, 
With emblematic skill and mystic order, 
Thou sfaow'st where tow'rs or battlements should 

rise, 
Where gates should open, or where walls should 

compass ; 
While from thy childish pastime man receiy'd 
The future strength and ornament of nation!^. 
Battus, our great progenitor, now touched 
The Libyan strand, when the foreboding crow 
Flew on the right before the people, markin[|^ 
The country destln'd the auspicious seat 
Of future .kings, • and favour of the God, 
Whose oath is sure, and promise stands eternal. 
Or Bpedromian hear^st thou pleased. Or Clarian 
Phoebus, great king ? for diff'rent are thy names, 
As, thy kind hand has founded many cities. 
Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man. 
Camean let me call thee, for my country 
Calls thee Camean : the fair colony 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was transported 
Ere settled in Cyrene ; there we appointed 
Thy annual-feasts, kind God ! and bless thy altars, 
^moaking iirith hecatombs of slaughterM bulls. 
As Carnus, thy high priest and favoured friend, 
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Had erst ordained ; and with mjaterioas rites 
Our ^rcat forefathers taught their sons to marAip, 
Id ! Camean Phoebus ! Id Pean ! 

The jeliow crocus there, and fair uareissus^ 
Reserve the honors of their winter sUure 
To deck thy temple, till returning spring 
Diffuses Nature's various pride, and flow'rs 
Innumerable, by the soft south-west 
OpenM, and gathered by religious hands. 
Rebound their sweets from th' odorirrous pavemeat 
Perpetual fires shine hallow'd on thj altars, 
When annual the Camean feast is held : 
The warlike Libyans, clad in armour, lead 
The dance $ with clani^ing swords and shields diej 

beat 
The dreadful measure : in the chorus join 
Their women, brown, but beautifol : such ritei 
To thee well pleasing^. Nor had yet thy votariei, 
From Greece transplanted, ttouch*d Cyrene's banks, 
And lands determined for their jlast abodes ; 
But waader'd thro* Azilis* horrid forest 
Dispersed, when from Myrtusa^'s cragg^y brow, 
Fond of the maid, auspicious to the city, 
Which must hereafter bear her fiEivour'd name, 
Thou g^racious deig^n'st to let the fair one view 
Her typic people : thou with pleasure tau|^ht*sther 
To draw the bow, to slay the shaggy lion. 
And stop the spreading ruin of the plains. 
Happy the nymph who, honour'd by thy passios, 
Was aided by thy pow'r I the monstrousPytbM 
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Dant tempt thy wrath io tud ; for dead he felt» 
To thy great strength and golden armi unequal. 

Id ! while thy unerring hand elancM 
toother, and another dart, the people 
JoyAii repeated Jo ! Io Pean ! 
£iance the dart, Apollo I for the safety 
And health of man, gracious, thy mother bore thee. 

Enry, thy latest foe, suggested thus : 
Like thee I am a pow^r immortal, therefore 
To thee dare speak . How canst thou favour partial 
Those poets who write little ? Vast and great 
Is what I love : the far extended ocean 
To a small riv'let I prefer. Apollo 
SpnmM Envy with his foot, and thus the God : 
Dasmon, the headlong current of Euphrates, 
Assyrian river, copious runs, but muddy, 
And carries forward with his stupid force 
Polluting dirt, his torrent still augmenting. 
His wave still more defUM; meanwhile the nymphs 
Melissan, sacred and recluse to Ceres, 
Studious to have their ofTrings well received, 
And fit for heavenly use, from little urns 
Four streams select, and purity of waters. 

Id, Apollo ! mighty king, let Envy, 
Ill-judging and verbose, from Lethe's lake 
Draw tons unmeasurable, while thy favour 
Administers to my ambitious thirst 
The wholesome draught from Aganippe's spring 
Genuine, and with soft mnrmnrs gently rilling 
AdowB the moantains where thy daughters haunt. 
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PALLAS AND VENUS. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

1 HE Trojan svain had jud|^*d the ^reat dispute, 
And beautj's pow'r obtained the golden fruit, 
When Venus, loose in all her naked charms, 
Met Jove's great daughter, dad in shining arffis* 
The wanton Goddess view'd the warlike maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly she said: 

Yield, sister; rival, jield: naked, you see, 
I vanquish : guess how potent I should be, 
If to the field 1 came in armour drest. 
Dreadful, like thine, my shield, and terrible my crest! 

The warrior Goddess with disdain replyM: 
Thy folly. Child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advise, 
And Venus (if 'tis possible) be wbe: 
Thou, to be strong, must put off evW dress : 
Thy only armour is thy nakedness ; 
And more than once (or thou art much belj'd) 
By Mars himself that armour has been try'd. 



ANOTHER. 

Frawk carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats, 
He cats more than six, and drinks move than hccatSf 
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Four pipies after diiiner be conitantly smokes, 
And seasons his whifs with impertinent jokes : 
Yet sig'hing, he says, we must certainly break 
And my cmei nnkindness compels him to speak 
For of late I invite him — but four times a-week 



ANOTHER. 

1 o John I owM great obligation, 
But John unhappily thought fit 

To publish it to all the nation : 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 



ANOTHER. 

Yes, ev'ry poet is a fool ; 

By demonstration ^ ed can show it : 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 

Prove ev'ry fool to be a poet. 



ANOTHER. 

X HY nags, the leanest things alive. 
So very hard thou lov'st to drive $ 
I heard thy anxiohs coachman say 
It costs thee more in whips than hay. 






5q cpigrams. 

PARTIAL FAME. 
1. 

1 HE sturdy man, if he id love obtainS) 
In open pomp and triumph reigns : 
The subtile woman, if she should succeed, 
Disowns the honour of the deed. 

II. 
Tho' he for all his boast is forc'd to yield, 
Tho' she can always keep the field, 
He vaunts his conquests, she conceals her shame: 
How partial is the to ice of Fame ! 



NELL AND JOHN. 
I. 
When Nell, giv'n o'er by the doctor, was dyin^, 
And John at the chimney stood decently crjin^i 
'Tis in vain, said the woman, to make such ado, 
For to our long home we must all of us go. 

II. 
True, Nell, reply'd John ; but what yet is the wont 
For us that remain, the best always go first ; 
Kemember, dear wife, that I said so last year, 
When you lost your white heifer, and I my brows 
marc. 

BIBO AND CHAUON. 

\ V HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of Champagna as an egg's full of meat, 



He irak'd in the boat, and to Charon he faid. 
He would be rowd back, for he was not yet dead. 
Trim the boat and sit quiet, stem Charon repV<i» 
Yon may have forgot you was drunk when you dy'd. 



WIVES BY THE DOZEN. 

O Dkath ! how thou spoil' st the best project of 

life. 
Said Gabriel, who still, as he bury'd one wife, 
For the sake of her family marry'd her cousin; 
And thus in an honest collateral line 
He still marry'd on till his number was nine, 
Full terry to die till he made up his doaen. 



THE MODERN SAINT. 

Her time with equal prudence Silvia shares, 
First writes her billet-doux, then says her pray'rs. 
Her mass and toilette, vespers, and the play : 
Thus God and Ashtaroth divide the day. 
Constant she keeps her Ember-week and Lent, 
At Easter calls all Isr'el t6 her tent : 
Loose without bawd, and pious without zeal. 
She still repeats the sins she would conceal. 
Envy herself from Hlvia's life must grant. 
An artful woman makes a modern saint. 
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A SAILOR'S WIFE. 

Quoth Richard in jest, looking wistlj at Nelly, 
Methinks, child, you seem sotmething round in the 

helly. ^ 

Nell answerM him snappishlj, how can that he, 
When m J hushand has been more than two jean 

at sea? 
Thy husband I quoth Dick, whj that matter was 

carry'd 
Most secretly, Nell ; I ne'er thought thou wer't 

marry'd. 

FATAL LOVE. 

Pooa Hal caught his death standing under a ipont. 
Expecting till midnight when Nail would come out; 
But fatal his patience, as cruel th^ dame, 
And curs'd was the weather that quench'd the 
mui's flame. 
Whoe'er thou art that reads these moral lioci, 
Make love at home, and go to bed betimes 

THE HONEST SHEPHERD. 
ji Greek Epigram inUlated. 

When hungry wolves had trespass'd on the foM, 
And the robb'd shepherd his sad story told, 

* Call in Alcides,' said a crafty priest, 

* Give him one half and he'll secure the rest.* 
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Ko, said the shepherd, if the Fates decree', 
By raTagin^ my flock to ruin me, 
To their commands i willingly resign, 
Pow'r is their character, and patience mine ; 
Tho', troth, to me there seems hut little odds. 
Who prorethe greatest rohhcrs, wolves or Gods. 



THE PARALLEL. 

•Prombtbevs, forming Mr. Day, 
Cary'd something like a man in clay ; 
The mortal's work might well miscarry ; 
He that does heav'n and earth controul 
Has only pow*r to form a soul ; 
His head is evident in Harry, 
Since one is hat a moving clod, 
Th' other the lively form of God. 
'Squire Wallis, you will scarce he able 
To prove all poetry but &ble. 



HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

H. yJn ! with what woes am I opprest ! 

W. Be still, you senseless calf! 
What if the Gods should make you blest ? 

H. Why then I'd sing and laugh ; 
But if they won't; I'll wail and cry. 

W. You'll hardly laugh before you die. 
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THE TNCUEAKE. 

Phillis, you boMt of perfect health in tsib. 
And lau^h at those who of their ills compUia: 
That with a frequent feyer Chloe burns^ 
And Stelbi plumpness into dropsy turns. 

Phillis, while the patients are mneteen. 
Little, alas ! are their distempers seem 
But thou, for all thy seeming health, art in. 
Beyond thy lover^s hopes or Blackmore's skill ; 
No lenitives can thy disease assuage } 

1 tell thee 'tis incurable— >'tis age. 



THE INSATIABLE PtllEST. 

1. 

• 

JLuKE Preachill admires what we laymen can mfaSf 

That thus by our profit and pleasure are swaj'd, 
He has but three livings, and would be a deao; 

His wife dy'd this year, he has marry'd his maii 

II. 
To suppress all his carnal desires in their birth, 

At all hours a lusty young hussy is near; 
And to take off his thoughts from the things oT 
this earth, 

He can he content with two thousand a>vear. 



DOCTORS DIFFER. 

TVeiar WilliB • of Ephraim heard Rochet ter + 
preach. 
Thus Bentlej said to him, I pr*jthee, dear 
brother. 
How lik'st thou this sermon ? 'tis out of my reach. 
His is one waj, said Willis, and ours is another ; 
I care not for carping, but this I can tell, 
l^e preach yery sadlj, if he preaches well. 



PONTIUS AND PpNTIA. 

X. 

Poxmus (who loTes^ yon know, a joke 

Much belter than he loves his life) 
Chanc'd t'other morning to provoke 

The patience of a well-bred wife. 

II. 
Talking of you, said he, my dear. 

Two of the g^atest wits in town, 
One ask'd if that high furze of hair 

Was bona fide all your own. 

III. 
Her own! most certain, t'other saids 

For Nan, who knows the thing, will tell ye 
The hair was bought, the money paid, 

And the receipt was signM Ducail!\. 

• Bishop of Gloucester. 

t Atterbury, Bishop of Rochester. 

VOL. II. 6 
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ir. 

Footia.(that ciyil prudent she^ 

Who valuei wit mueh less than sense, 

And never darts a repartee 

Bat purely in her own defence) 

T. 

Reply'd, These friends of jours, my dear, 
Are giT^n extremely much to satire ; 

Bat pr'ythee, husband, let one hear 

Sometimes less wit and more good-nature. 

VI. 

Now I hare one unlucky thought 

That Would have spoiled your friend^s conceit; 
Some hair I have, I'm sure, unbought. 

Pray bring your brother-wits to see^t. 



CAUTIOUS ALICE. 

So good a wife doth Lissy make. 
That from all company she flieth ; 

Such virtuous courses doth she take. 
That she all evil tongues defieth ; 

And ibr her dearest spouse's sake 
She with his brethren only lieth. 



TRUTH TOLD AT LAST. 

Sats Pontius in rage, contradicting his vife, 
You never yet told me on« truth in your life. 



EftGRAin. ^3 

Vcxt Pontiji no way could this thesis allow, 
You're a cuckold, says she ; do I tell you truth 
now? 

TO THE DUKE DE NOAILLES. 
^ AW the concern which you express. 
That uncaU'd Alard will possess 
Your house and cOach both day and night, 
And that Macbeth was haunted less 
ByBanquo*s restless sprite. 
With fifteen thousand pounds a-year, 
Do you complain you cannot bear 
An ill you may soon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modester 
By much than you believe : 
Lend him but fifty louia d'or. 
And you shall never see him more : 
Take the advice*; probatum est. 
Why do the Gods indulge our store 
But to secure our rest ? 



ON A FART, 

Let in the House tf Commons, 

Header, I was born, and cry'd ; 
1 crack'd, I smelt, and so I dy'd. 
Like Julius Caesar's was my death, 
Who in the senate lost his breath. 

c 2 
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Mach alike entomb*d docs Uip 
The noble Romaliu and I : 
And when I dj'd, like Flora lair, 
I left the oommonwealth mj heir. 



FBOll THS GREEK. 

vTREAT Bacchss, hom ia thunder and !■ iic» 
By native heat asserts his dreadful sire. 
NonrishM near shadj rills and gooUi^ streagit, 
He to the njmphs aTows his amyous tavei* 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral sajs. Mix water with jour wine* 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



CARMEN SECULARE, 

For the Year 1700. 

TO THB KING. 



Aspice, ventufo latcntur ut omnia scc*lot 
O mihi urn loogv maneat part ultima viut, 
Spiritus, et quantum sat vit tua dicere facta! 

" VIRO. Eel. IV. 



I. 

1 HT elder look, great Janii^'^cast 
Into the long records of a^ts past ; 
Review the years in fairest action drest, 
With noted white, sup)iirior to the rest : 
^ras deriy*d, and chronicles hegnn, 
From empires founcled, and from battles wdh : 
Show all the spdils by valiant kings achieved. 
And groaning nations by their arms reliev'd ; 
The wounds of patriots in their country's cause. 
And happy pow'r sustainM by wholesome laws ; 
In comely rank callevVy merit forth. 
Imprint on ev'ry act its standard worth ; 

c3 
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The i^lorions parallels then downward bring 

To modern wonden and to Britain's kin|f t 

With equ4il justice and historic care, 

Their laws, their tmls, their arms, with hit compare i 

Confess the various attributes of Fame 

Collected and complete in William's name; 

To all the list'ning^ world relate 

(As thou dost his storj read) 

That nothini^ went before so great, 

And nothing greater can succeed. 

II. 
Thy native Latium was thj darling care, 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war ; 
The boldest virtues that have goyem'd earth, 
From Latium's fruitful womb derive their birth? 
Then turn to her fair written page | 
From dawning childhood to establish'd age 
The glories of her^mpire trace $ 1 

Confront the heroes of thy Roman race, [grace. > 
And let the Jus test palm the victor's temples ) 

lu. 
The son of Mars reduc'd the trembling swains, 
And spread his empire o'er the distant plains i 
But yet the Sabins' violated charms 
Obscur'd the glory of his rising arms. 
Numa the rights of strict religion kn^w, 
On ev'ry altar laid the incense due ; 
Unskiird to dart the pointed spear, 
Or l|ad the forward youth to noble war. 
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Stem Brutus was with too much horror good, 
Holding his fasces stainM with filial blood. 
Fabius was wise, but with excess of care 
He saVd his country, but proIougM the war ( 
^liile Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly fought. 
And by their strict examples taught 
How wild desires should be controird. 
And liow much brighter virtue was than gold f 
Thej«eaiee their swelliiig thirst of &me could hide* 
And boasted poverty with too much pride. 
Excess in youth made Scipio less rever'd ; 
And Cato dyingf seem'd to own he fear*d. 
Julius with honour tam'd Roooe's foreign foes ; 
But patriots fell «re the Dictator rose : 
And, while with clemency Augustus reign'd. 
The monarch was ador*d, the city chaiu'd. 

IT. 

Wi& jo9test honour be their merits drest, 
But be their failings too confest : ' 
Their virtue like their Tyber's flood 
Rolling, its course dfesign'd the country's good ; 
But oft the torrent's too impetuous speed 
From the low earth tore some polluting weed ; 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
Some viler part, some tincture of the man. 

V. 

Few virtues after these so far prevail, 
But that their vices more than turn the scale ; 
Valour grown wild by pride, and pow'r by rage. 
Did the true charms of majestvim^^r; 
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Rome, bj degrees, advancing more in a|;e, 
Showed sad renutins of irliat had once been fair ; 
Till Heay*n a better race of men supplies, 
And l^lorj shoots new beams from western skiai* 

TI. 

Tva^ then to Pharamond and Charlemain, 
4nd the loo^r heroes of the Gallic strain ; 
Experience chiefs, for hardy proweu known, < 
And bloody wreaths in yent'rous battles won. 
From the first William, our great Norman kio(, 
The bold Plantagenets and Tqdors bring 
Illustrious rirtnes, who by turns have rost 
In foreign fields to check Britannia's foes ; ' 
With happy laws her empire to sustain. 
And with full pow'r assert her ambient main : 
But sometimes, too industrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expect the turns of Fate, 
They openM camps deformM by civil fight, 
And made proud Conquest trample oyer Right. 
Disparted Britain moumM their doubtful sway, 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 

VII. 

From D idler and imperial Adolph trace 
The glorious offspring of the Nassau race, 
Devoted lives to public liberty. 
The chief still dying or the country free : 
Then see the kindred blood of Orange flow 
From warlike Cornet thro' the loins of Bean; 



Hito* Chalon n^xt, and there with Nassau join. 
From Rhone's fair banks transplanted to the 
Bring next the rojal list of Stuarts forth, [Uhine. 
Undaunted nunds, that rul'd the rug-ged ^ortb; 
Till Heay'n's decrees bj rip'niog tunes areshown, ) 
Till Scotland's kings ascend the Knglish throne, > 
And the fair rivals live for ever one. j 

viu. 
Janus, miglitj deity. 
Be kind, and as thj searching eje 
Does our modeni story trace. 
Finding some of Stuart's race 
Unhappy, pass their annals by : 
No harsh reflection let remembrance raise ; 
Forbear to mention what thou canst not praise : 
But as thou dweU'st upon that heav'nly name *, 
To grief for ever sacred as to fame. 
Oh I read it to thyself; in silence weep. 
And thy convulsive sorrows inward keep. 
Lest Britain's grief should waken at the sound. 
And blood gush fresh from her eternal wound- 

IX. 

Whither wouldst thou further look ? 

Read William's acts, and close the ample book ; 

Peruse the wonders of bis dawning life, 

How, like Alcides, he began ; 

With infant patience calm'd seditious strife. 

And quell'd the snakes which round his cradla ran. 

♦ Mary. 
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Describe hif youth, attentiTe to alarm*, 
By dangers fonn'd, and perfected in anus ; 
When conqa*ring, mild; irhen conquer'd, not 

disgnacM ; 
By wroni^i not lessenM, nor by triumphs rtii'd ; 
Superior to the blind erents 
Of little human accidents, 
And, constant to his first decree, 
To curb the proud, to set the injurM free ; 
To bow the haughty neck, and raise the 

suppliant knee. 

XI. 

His opening years to riper manhood bring, 
And see the hero perfect in the kii^ ; 
Imperious arms by manly reason sway'd. 
And pow'r supreme by free consent obey'd ; 
With how much haste his mercy meets his foei , 
And how unbounded his forgiveness flows ; 
With what desire he makes his subjects bleii'd, 
His favours granted ere his throne address'd ; 
What trophies o'er our captiv*d hearts he reari} 
By arts of peace more potent than by wan ; 
How o'er himself, as o'er the worid, he reigns, 
His morals strength'ning what his law ordsinii 

XII. 

Thro' all his thread of life already spun, 
Becoming grace and proper action run : 
The piece by Virtue's eqikal hand is wrought, 
Mixt with no crime, and shaded with no fault; 
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Xo Ibotfttpf of the Tictor's ri^e 

Left in tbe camp where William did to^Mge ; 

No tinctiire of the monarches pride "] 

Upon the roj«l pmple fpy'd : 

Hif fiune, like ^old, the more 'tii try'd, 

The more i hall its intriniic worth proclaim : 

Shall paM the comhat of the seardiing flame, 

Add triomph o*er the Tanqaish'd heat. 

For erer ooming out the same. 

And lofling nor its lustre nor its weight. 

< XIII. 

Janns 1 be to William just ; 

To faithful history his actions trust ; 

Cominaad her, with peculiar care, 

To trace each toil, and comment er'ry war : 

His saving wonders bid her write 

In characters ^tinctly bright, 

That each reToiving^ age may read 

The Patriot's piety, the Hero's deed : 

And atUl the sire inculcate to his son 

TransmissiTe lessons of the King's renown, 

That WiUiam's glory still may live. 

When all that present art can giv^, 

The pillar'd marble, and the tablet bras?), 

Moidd'ring, drop the victor's praise ; 

When the great monuments of his pow'r 

Shall now be visible no more ; 

When Sambve shall have chang'd her wuiding flood^ 

And children ask where Namur stood. 
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Namvr, proud dtj, how ber tow*!* wm nta^i t 

How ghe contcmii'd th' spproaching' ftie ! 

Till the by William's trwnpett wag afonu'd^ 

And shook, aAd'simky and fell beneath htt blov- 

Jove and Pallas, mig^htj pow'n, 

Giiided the hero to the hostile tow'n* 

Berseus scem'd less swift hi war. 

When, wing*d with speed, he flew Aro' air» 

Embattled natioiis strive in vain 

The hero's glory to restrain : 

Streams arm'd with rooks^ and mountains redirith 

In vain against his force conspire. [fiit) 

Behold him from the dreadful height appear ( 

And lo ! Britannia's lions wavinr tlfere« 

XV. 

Europe freed, and France repell'd^ 

The hero from the height beheld s 

He spake the word, that war and rage should cease ; 

He bid the Maese and Rhine In safety itow, 

And dictated a lasting peace 

To the rejoicing world below. 

To rescu'd states and vindicated ertywUs 

His equal hand prescrib'd their andent bounds; 

Ordain'd ^hom ev'ry province should ol^y. 

How far each monarch should extend his swaj » 

Taught 'em how clemency made pow'r rcver'd, 

And that the prince belov'd was truly fear'd. 

Firm by his side unspotted Honour stood, 

PleasM to confess him not so great as good : 



} 
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Hit head with hrighter beams fair Virtue deekt 
Than those which all his numerous crowns reflect ; 
Established Freedom clappM her joyful wio^s. 
Proclaim^ the first of men and best of kin^s. 

XTI, 

Whither would the Muse aspire 

With I^ndar's rage, withont his fire? 

Pardon me, Jams, 'twas a fanit, 

Created by too great a thought ; 

Mindless of the God and daj, 

I from thj altars, Janus, stray, 

From thee and from myself borne far away. 

The fiery PiKgasus disdains 

To mind the rider's voice, or bear the reins : 

When glorious fields and opening camps he riews, 

He runs with an unbounded loose : 

Hardly the Muse can sit the headstrong horse. 

Nor would she, if she could, check his impetuous 

force : 
With the glad noise the cliffs and valleys ving» 
While she thro' earth and air pursues the king. 

XVII. 

She now beholds him on the Belgic shore, 
Whilst Britain's tears his rieady help* implore ; 
Dissembling for her sake his rising cares, 
And with wise silence pond'ring vengeful wars, 
She thro' the raging ocean now 
Views him advancing his auspicious prow $ 
Combating adverse windfi and winter seas. 
Sighing the moments that defer our ease ; 
phior. vol. II. n 
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Daring^ to wield the sceptre's dangerous weight. 
And taking the command, to gave the state ; 
Though, ere the douhtfu! gift can be secured, 
New wan most be sustain'd, new wounds endor'^- 

XTIII. 

Thro* rough lenie's camps she sounds alanusv 
And kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by anns. 
In the dank marshes finds her glorious theme, • 
And plnnges after him thro' Bojne's fierce stream. 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling haste, 
To tell old Ocean how the hero past : 
The God rebukes their fear, and owns the praise 
Worthy that arm whose empire he obeys. - 

XIX, 

Back to his Albion she delights to bring 
The humblest victor and the kindest king ; 
Albion with open triumph would receive 
Her hero, nor obtains his leave ; 
Firm he rejects the altars she would raise. 
And thanks the zeal, while he declines the prai>(. 
Again she follows him thro' Belgians land, * 
And countries often sav'd by William's hand ; 
Hears joyful nations bless those happy toils 
Which ireed the people, but retum*d the spoils. 
In various views she tries her constant theme, 
Finds him in councils and in arms the same : 
When certain to overcome, inclined to save, 
Tardy to vengeance, and with mercy brave. 
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XX,. 

Sudden anuother scene emploj^s her sig^t ; 
She sets her hero in another light ; 
Paints his g^eat mind superior to success^ 
Declining conquest, to establish peace ; 
She brings Astrea down to earth again. 
And Quiet, brooding o'er his future reign^ 

XXI. 

Then with unwearyM wing the Goddess soari 
East, over Danube and Propontis' shores. 
Where jarring empires, ready to engage, 
Retard their armies, and suspend their rage ; 
Till William's word, like that of Fate, declares 
If they shall study peace or lengthen wars. 
How sacred his renown for equal laws, 
To whom the world defers its common cause ! 
How fair his friendships, and his leagues how just. 
Whom ev'ry nation courts, whom all religions trust I 

XXII. 

From the Maeotis to the northern sea. 
The Goddess wings her desperate way. 
Sees the young Muscovite, the mighty head. 
Whose sov'rei^n terror forty nations dread, 
Enamour'd with a greater monarch's praise, 
Aad passing half the earth to his embrace : 
She in his rule beholds his Volga's force. 
O'er precipices with impetuous sway 
Breaking, and as he rolls his rapid course, [way. 
Drowning, pr bearing down, whatever meets his 

■ 2 
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But ber own king she likeni to his Thames, 
With gentle coime devolring fruitful streams ; 
Serene, jet strong, majestic, yet sedate, 
Swift without violence, without terror great. 
Each ardent njmph tilie- rising current craTes, 
Bach shepherd^s prayV retards the parting waves ; 
The vales along the bank their sheets disclose. 
Fresh flow*rs for ever rise, and fruitful harvest 
grows. 

XXIII. 

Tet whither would th* advent'rons Goddess go i 
Sees she not clouds, and eardi, and main below ? 
Minds she the dangers of the Ljcian coast. 
And fields where mad Bellerophon was lost? 
Or is her tow*ring flight recIaimM 
By seas from Icarus* downfal nam'd ? 
Tain is the call, and useless the advice : 
To wise persuasion deaf and human cries, 
Yet upward she incessant flies, 
Resolv'd to reach the high empyrean sphere, 
And tell great Jove she sings his image here ; 
Xo ask for William an Olympic crown. 
To Cbromius' strength and Theron's speed un- 
Till lost in trackless fields of shining day, [known; 
Unable to discern the way, 
. Which Nassau's virtue only could explore, 
UntouchM, unknown, to any Muse before. 
She, from the noble precipices thrown. 
Comes rushing with uncommon ruin down: 
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Glorious attempt ! unhappy fate I 

The §ong too daring and the theme too great ; 

Yet rather thus she wills to die, 

Than in continued annals live, to sing 

A second hero or a vulgar king. 

And with ignoble safety fly 

In sight of earth, along a middle sky. 

XXIV. 

To Janus* altars, and the numerous throng 
That round his mystic temple press. 
For VViliiam^s life and Albion's peace, 
Ambitious Muse, reduce the roving song. 
Janus, cast thy forward eye 
Future, into great Rhea's pregnant womb, 
Where young ideas brooding lie. 
And tender images of things to come ; 
Till, by thy high commands released, 
Till, by thy hand in pro[^r atoms dress'd. 
In decent order they advance to light ; 
Tet then too swiftly fleet by human sight. 
And meditate too soon their everlasting flight. 

XXV. 

Nor beaks of ships in naval triumph borne. 
Nor standards from the hostile ramparts torn, 
Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor oaken wreath, nor mural crown, 
Can any future honors give 
To the victorious monarch's name : 
The plenitude of William's fame 
Can no accumulated stores reoeivt. « 

■ 3 
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Shut, then, anspicioiu God, thy sacred gate. 

And make ns happy, as our king- is great : 

Be kind, and with a milder hand 

Closing the rolume of the tinisfa'd age, 

(^Tho' nohle, 'twas an iron page) 

A more delightfid leaf expand, 

Free from alarms and fierce Bellona's rage ; 

Bid the great Months hegin their joyful romid,^ 

By Flora some, and some by Ceres crown*d : 

Teach the glad Hours to scatter as they fly. 

Soft quiet, gentle love, and endless joy ; 

liCad forth the Years, for peace and plenty fam'd, 

From Saturn's rule and better metal nam'd. 

Secure by William's care let Britain stand. 
Nor dread the bold invader's hand : 
From adverse shorea^in safety let her hear 
Foreign calamity and distant war. 
Of which let her great Heay'n no portion bear! 
Betwi:^t the nations let her hold her scale. 
And, as she wills, let either part prevail :. 
Let her glad valleys smile with wavy com. 
Let fleecy flocks her rising hills adorn ; 
Around her coast let strong defence be spread,*) 
Let fair abundance on her breast be shed, [head. > 
And heavenly sweets bloom round the Goddess' J 

icxvii. 
Where the white toVrs and ancient roofs did stand, 
IRem^uns of Wolsey's or great Henry's hand. 
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To age now yielding, or devour'd by flame, 
Let a joung' phcraix raise her towering head, 
Her wings, with* lengthenM honour, let her spread, 
And bj her greatness show her builder's fame : 
August and open, as the hero's mind. 
Be her capacious courts designM ; 
Let every sacred pillar bear 
Trophies of arms, and monuments of war. 
The king shall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His shoulder bleeding fresh ; and at his feet 
Disarm'd shall lie the threatening Death ; 
(For so was saving Jove's decree complete) 
Behind, that angel shall be plac'd, whose shield 
Sav'd Europe, in the blow repell'd : 
On the firm basis, from his oo2y bed, 
Boyne shall raise his laurell'd head. 
And his immortal stream be known. 
Artfully waving thro' the wounded stone. 

x:kviii. 
And thou, imperial Windsor, stand enlarged. 
With all the monarch's trophies charg'd : 
Thou, the fair heav'n that dost the stars enclose. 
Which William's bosom wears, or hand bestows 
On the great champions who support his throne, 
And virtues nearest to his own. 

ipux. 
Round Ormond's knee thou ty'st the mystic string 
That makes the knight companion to the king* 
From glorious camps retum'd, and foreign fields, 
Bowing befbre thy sainted warrior's shrine, 
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Fast b^ his ^reat forefather** coats and >hieldS| 
BlazonM from Bohim's, or from Butier^s line, 
He hangs his arms, nor fears those arms should 

shine 
Wirh an uneqniU raj, or that his deed 
With paler glory shall recede, 
Eclips'd bj theirs, or lessened by the fame 
£*Tn of his own maternal Nassau^s name. 



Thou, smiling, see'st great Corset^s vorth confest, 
The raj disstingoishing the patriot's breast ; 
Born to protect and love, to help and please, 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament of peace. 
O ! long as breath informs this fleeting frame, 
\e*er let me pass in silence Dorsei^s name ; 
\e*er cease to mention the continn'd debt ] 
Which the great patron onlj would forget, }■ 
And dutj, long as life, nmst studj to acquit. J 

XXXI. 

KcnownM in thj records shall Ca'ndish stand, 
Asserting legal pow'r and just command : 
To the great house thj favour shall be sho^} 
The father's star transmissive to the son. 
From thee the Talbot's and the Sejmour's race 
Inform'd, their sire's inmiortal steps shall trace: 
Happj maj their sons receive 
The bright reward which thou alone canst give* 

XXXII. 

And if a God these luck j numbers guide^ 
If sure Apollo o'er the verse preside, 
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Jeney, belovM by ail, (for all must feel 

Tfae inflnence of a form aad mind 

Where cooiely grace and ooBstant Yirtue dwelt, 

Like mingled Btreams, more forcible when join'd)^- 

Jersey AaXL at Uiy altars stand, 

Shall there receive the azure band, 

That fairest mark of fav^r and of fame, ' 

Familiar to the ViUiers* name. 

xxxui. 
Scien.ce to raise, and knowledge to enlarge, 
Be our great master's future charge ; 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High schemes of goTemment, and plans of wars ; 
By fifur rewards our noble youth to raise 
To emnlous merit and to thirst of praise ; 
To lead them out from ease ere op'ning dawn. 
Thro' the thick forest and the distant lawn, 
Where the fleet stag employs -their ardent care, 
And chases give them images of war : 
To teach them vigilance by false alarms, 
Imve them in feign'd camps to real arms ; 
Practise them now to curb the turning steed, 
Mocking the foe, now to his rapid speed 
To give the rein, and in the fajl career 
To draw the certain sword, or send the pointed 

XXXIV. [spear. 

Let him unite his subjects' hearts, 
Planting societies for peaceful arts ; 
Some that in nature shall true knowledge found, 
And by experiment make precept sound $ 
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Some that to monli shall recall the age. 
And purge from vicious dross the sinking stagQ : 
Some that with care true eloquence shall teach, 
And to just idioms fix our doubtful speech ; 
That from our writers distant realms may know 
The thanks we to our monarch owe. 
And schools profess our tiMigne thro' ev'ry laad 
That has invok'd his aid or blest his hand- 



Let his high pow'r the drooping Muses, reaf , 
The Muses only can reward his care ; 
'Tis they that guard the great Atrides' spoils ; 
'Tis thej that still renew Ulysses* toils : 
To them by smiling Jove 'twas giv'n to save 
Distinguished patriots from the common grave ; 
To them great William's glory to recall. 
When statues moulder, and when arches fall. 
Nor let the Muses with ungrateful pride 
The sources of their treasure hide ; , 
The hero's virtue does th^ string inspire. 
When with big joy they strike the living lyre : 
On William's fame their fate depends : 
With him the song begins, with him it ends, 
From the bright effluence of his deed. 
They borrow that reflected light 
With which the lasting lamp they feed. 
Whose beams dispel the damps of envious nigbt. 

ZZXVI. 

Thro* various climes, and to each. distant pole, 
In happy tides let active Commerce roll ; 
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Let Britain^s ships export an annual fleece. 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece, 
Retmrning lo'aden with the shining stores 
Which lie profuse on either India's shores. 
As bur high vessels pass their wat'ry wa j^ 
Let all the naval world due homage pay ; 
With hastj rev'rence their top-honors lower, 
Confessing the asserted pow*r, 
To whorfi by Fate 'twas giv'n, with happy sway 
To calm the earth and vindicate the sea. 

XXXVII. 

Our pray'rs are heard ; our master's fleets shall %o 
As far as winds can bear or waters flow, 
New lands to make, new Indias to explore. 
In worlds unknown \o plant Britannia's pow'r ; 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim. 
And teach 'em arms and arts in William's name.. 

xxxviir. 
With humble joy, and with respectful fear. 
The list'ning people shall his story hear ; 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he sustained , 
How far he conquer'd, and how well he rcign'd ; 
Shall own his mercy equal to his fame, 1' 

And form their children's accents to his name, ^ 
Inquiring how, and when, from Healr'n he came. 
Their regal tyrants shall with blushes hide 
Their little lusts of arbitrary pride, )► 

Nor bear to see their vassals ty'd ; 
WhenWilliam's virtuesraise their op'ning thought, 
His forty years for public freedom fought, 



< 
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Europe by bia hand snstaiii'dy 
Jiis conquest by bis piety restrained, 
And o*er bimself tbe last great triumpb gam' 

No longer sball tbeir wretcbed seal adore 

Idnas of destructiYe poVr, 

Spirits tbat hurty and Godheads tbat deYonr 

New incense they sball bring, new altars raise, 

And fill tbeir temples ^th a stranger's praise; 

Wben tbe great father's cbaFacter they find 

Visibly stampt upon tbe hero's mind. 

And own a present Deity confest. 

In valor that preserv'd, and pow'r that blest. 

XL. 

Thro' the large convex of tbe azoie sky 
(For thither Nature casts our conunon eye) 
Fierce meteors shoot their arbitrary light. 
And comets m»rch, with lawless horror bright. 
These heai' no rule, no righteous order own, 
Tbeir influence dreaded, as their ways unknown ; 
Thro' threaten'd lands they wild destruction throwj 
Till ardent pray'r averts tbe public woe : 
But the bright orb that blesses all above. 
The sacred fire, the real son of Jove, 
Rules not his actions by capricious will, . 
Nor by ungovern'd pow'r declmes to ill : 
Fix'd by just laws he goes for ever right ; 
Man knows his course, and thence adpres his light. 

xu. 
O Janus ! would entreated Fate conspire 
To grant what Britain's wishes could require, 
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Above, that son ihoald cease his waj to go. 
Ere William cease to rule and bless below : 
But a relentless destioj 
Urges all that e'er was bom : 
Snatch'd from her arms, Britaniiia once most mourn 
The demi-god ; the earthly half must die. 
Yet if our incense can your wrath remove, 
If human pray'rs avail on minds above, 
Exert, great God I thy int'rest in the -sky. 
Gain each kind pow*r, each guardian Deity ; 
That, conquer'd by the public vow, 
They bear the tlismal mischief far away : 
O ! long Bs utmost Nature may allow. 
Let them retard the threatened day : 
Still be oiff master's life thy happy care : 
Still let his blessings with bis years increase ; 
To his laborious youth, consumed in war, 
Add lasting age, adom'd and crown'd with peace : 
Let twisted olives bind those laurels fast. 
Whose verdure must for ever last. 

ILUI. 

Long let this growing era bless bis sway, 
And let our sons his present rule obey ; 
On his sure virtue long let earth rely. 
And late let the Imperial eagle fly. 
To bear the hero thro' his father's sky. 
To Leda's twms, or he whose glorious speed 
On foot prevaird, or he who tam'd the steed : 
To Hercules at length, absolved by Fate 
From eartlily toil, and above envy great ; 

▼01. 11* > 
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To Vir^'s theme, l)ri^ht Cjtherea's son, 
8ire of the Latian and the British throne ; 
To all the radiant names ahove, 
Rever'd by men, and dear to Jore ; 
Late, Janns, let the Nassau star, 
'^>w-bom, in rising majesty appear. 
To triumph over vanquishM ni^ht, 
AnJ jniide the prosperous mariner 
VVirh e\erlasting beams of friendly li^ht. 



CELIA TO DAMON. 



Atquc in amore mala hcc protNrlo simflMque secuBdo 
Invcniuntur LUCRET. Lib. IV. I. UiS- 



AVhat can I say, what argnmeBts can prove 
My truth, what colors can describe my lore, 
If its excess and fury be not known 
In what thy CeHa has already done ? 

Thy hifant flames whilst yet they were concealed 
In tim*rou8 doubts, with pity I beheld ; 
With easy smiles dispell'd the silent fear, 
That durst not tell me what I dy'd to hear. 
In vain 1 strove to check my growing flame, 
Or shelter passion under friendship's name; 
You saw my heart how it my tongue belj'd^^ 
And, when you press'd, how faintly I deny'd.. 
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£re g'oardian thou|[;bt could bring iU scattered aid, 
£re reason could iwpport the doubting maid, 
My soul, surprised, and from herself disjoined. 
Left all reserve, and all the sex behind : 
From jour command her motions she received. 
And. not for me, but ^ou, she brcath'd and liv'd. 

But ever blest be Cytherea's shrine. 
And fires eternal on her altars shine ! 
5ince thy dear breast has felt an equal wound. 
Since in thy kindness my desires are crown'd. 
By thy each look, and thoug^ht, and care 'tis shown. 
Thy joys are centered all in me alone ; 
And sure I am, thou wouldst not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has. in its pow'r--^ 

Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to excess. 
Yet thus receiving and retunu'ng bliss, 
Id this great moment, in this golden now. 
When ev'ry trace of what, or when, or how. 
Should from my soul by raging love be torn, 
And far on swelling seas of rapture borne, 
A melancholy tear afflicts my eye. 
And my heart labors with a sudden sigh ; 
Invading fears repel my coward joy. 
And ills foreseen the present bliss destroy. 

Poor as it is, thib beautv was the cause, 
That with first sighs your panting bosom rose ; 
But with no owner Beauty long will stay, 
Ifpon the wings of Time borne swift a^^ay. 
Pass but some fleeting years, and these poor eyes 
(Where no;v without a iK^ast some lustre lies) 

I 2 
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Vo longer shall their litde honors keep, 

Shall only be of use to read or weep ; 

And on this forehead, where yimr verse has said. 

The IiOT«s delighted, and the Graces plaj'd, 

Insolting A^e will trace his cruel way. 

And leave sad marks of his destractive sway. 

Mov*d by my charms, with them your lovm 
may cease. 
And as the fuel sinks the flames decrease; 
Or angry Heaven may quicker darts prepare, 
Andsic)[ne9s strike what Time awhile would spare : 
Then will my swain his glowing vows renew. 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat tree. 
When my own face deters me from my glass. 
And Kneller only shows what Celia was ? 

Fantastic Fame may sound her wild alarms ; 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms: 
You may neglect, or quench, or hate the flame. 
Whose smoke too long obscnr'd your rising name ; 
And, quickly, cold indiff'renoe will ensue,] 
When you Love's joys thro' Honor's optfc view. 

Then Celia's loudest pray'r will prove ♦oo weak 
To this abandoned breast to bring you back : 
When my lost lover the tall ship ascends. 
With music gay, and wet with jovial friends. 
The tender accents of a woman's cry 
Will pass unheard, will unregarded die ; 
When the rough seaman's louder shouts prevail,^ 
When fair occasion shows' the springing gale, f 
Aod int'rest guides the helm, and honor swells T 
tbe sail. J 
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Some wretched lines from this neglected hand 1 
Maj find mj hero, on the foreign strand, [mand : Y 
Warm with new fires, and pleased with new com- J 
While she who wrote them, of all joy hereft. 
To the mde ocnsare of the world is left ; 
Ber mangled fame in barbVous pastime lost. 
The coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toast. 

But nearer care (O pardon it 1) supplies 
Fighs to my breast and sorrow to my eyes. 
Love, Love. himself (the only friend I have) 
May scorn his triumph, having bound his slave. 
That tyrant God, tliat restless conqueror. 
May quit his pleasi^e, to assert his pow^r ; 
Forsake the. provinces that bless his sway. 
To vanquish those which will not yet obey. 

Another nymph, with fatal. pow>, may rise 
To damp t^ie sinking beams of Celia's eyes ; 
With haughty pride may hear her charms canfest, 
And scorn the ardent vows that I have blest. 
Yon, ev'ry night, may sigh for her in vain, 
jlnd rise each morning to some fresh disdain ; 
While CcHa's softest look may cease to charm, 
And her embraces want the powV to warm ; 
While these fond arms, thus circling you, may 

prove 
More heavy chains than those of hopeless love. 

Just Gods I all other things their like produce ; 
The vine arises from her mother's juice $ 
When feeble ,plants or tender flow'rs decay. 
They to their seed their images convey ; 

1 3 
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Where the old niTrUe her ^ood inflnenoe thedi , 
Spri^ of like leaf erect their filial heads ; 
Aiid>when the parent rose decays and dies* 
With a resemblin^^ face the daug^hter-buds ari^e. 
That product only, which our passions bear, 
£lude« the planter's miserable care. 
While blooming Lore assures us golden fruit, '\ 
Some inborn poison taints the secret root ; f 
Soon £sll the flow*rs-of joy, ioon seeds of hatred ^ 
shoot. 3 

Say, Shepherd !*say,are these reflections true ? 
Or was it but the woman's fear that drew 
This cruel scene, unjust to love and you) 
Will you be only, and for ever mine ? 
Shall neither time nor age our souls disjoin ? 
From this dear bosom shall I ne'er he torn? 
Or yon grow cold, respectful, and forsworn } 
And can you not for her you lore do mora 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 



DAPHNE AND APOLLO. 

Imitated from the First Book of Ovid' 9 

Metamorphoses. 



\ 



Nympha, precor, Penei manfc. OVID. Met. Lib. i. 



APOUM). 

Abate, fair Fugitiye ! abate thy speed. 
Dismiss thy fearsy and tiim thy beauteous headi 
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With kind regard a panting lover view ; 
Less swiftly fly, less swiftly Til pursue ; 
Pafhless, alas ! and nigged is the ground, 
Some stone may hurt thee ,or some thorn maywoimd . 

DAPH. [ande.'i This'care is for himself as sure^as 
death ; 
One mile has put the fellow out of hreath ; 
He*Il neyer do, 1*11 lead him toother round ; 
Washy he is, perhaps not over-sound. ]0 

APOL. You fly, alas ! not knowing whom you fly. 
Nor ill-hred swain nor rusty clown am I : 
I Claros' isle and Tenedos command— 

pAPH. Thank ye, I wouM not leave my native 
land. 

APOL. What is to come hy certain arts I know. 

DAPH. Pish ! Partridge has as fair pretence as 
you. 

APot. Behold the beauties of my locks.— ^ 

DAPH. —A fig- 
That may be counterfeit, a Spanish wig : 
Who cares for all that bush of curling hair, 20 
Whilst your smooth chin is so extremely bare ? 

APOL. I sing— 

DAPH. -^That never shall be Daphe's choice. 
Syphacio had an admirable voice. 

APOL. Of evVy herb 1 tell the mystic pow'r. 
To certain health the patient i restore, 
?ent for, caress'd — 

DAPH. — Ours is a wholesome air ; 
You*d better go to town and practise there : 



} 
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For me, IVe no obstructions to remove ; 30 
Vm pretty well, 1 thank jou, father Jove ! 
And physic is a weak ally to love. 

APOL. I or lea^rning; fam'd, iine verses I com- i 
pose. r 

D APn . So do y oar broth<?r quacks and brother C 
Memorials,onlj, and reviews write prose, [beaas. ) 

APOL. From the bent yew I. send the pointed 
Sure of its aimi and fatal in its speed.— [reedy 

DAPH. Then leaving; me, whom sure you would 
not kill, 
In yonder thicket exercise your skill : 
Shoot there at beasts ; but for the human heart 
Your cousin Cupid has the only dart. 41 

APOL. Yet turn,0 beauteous Maid ! yet deign to 
A love-sick Deity's impetuous pray'r. [hear 

O let me woo thee a& thou wouldst be wooM 1 

DAPH. First, therefore, don't be so exjtremely 
rude ; 
Don't tear the hedges down and tread the clover. 
Like an hobgoblin rather than a lover : 
Next, to my father's groito sometimes come ; 
At ebbing tide he always is at home. 
Read the Courant with him,and let him know 50 
A little politics, how matters go 
Upon his brother-rivers Rhine or Po. 
As any maid or footman comes or goes. 
Pull off your hat, and ask how Daphne does : 
These sort of folks will to each other tell 
That you respect me ; that, you know, looks wdl s 



} 
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Then if jon are, as joo ptctend, the God 
That rules the day, — and, much upon the road. 
You'll find a hundred trifles in your way, 
That you may bring <Hie home from Africa ; 60 
Some little rarity, tome b&d or beast. 
And now and then a jewel from the East ; 
A Iacker*d cabinet, some china-ware t 
You have 'em mighty cheap at Pekin fair. 
Next, nota bene, you shall never rove. 
Nor take example by your father Jove. 
JLasty for the ease and comfort of my life, 
Hake me (Lord, w!hat startles you !) your wife. 
Vm now (they say) sixteen, or something more ; 
We mortals seldom live above fourscore : — 70 
Fourscore; yon're good at numbers; let us see, 
Serenteen suppose, remaining sixty-three ; 
Aye, in that span of time you'll bury me. 
Meantime, if you have tumult, noise, and strife, 
(Things not abhorrent to a marry'd life) 
They'll quickly end, you see ; what signify 
A few odd years to you that never die ? 
And, after all, you're half your time away. 
You know your bus'ness takes you up all day ; 
And coming late to bed, you need not fear, 80 
Whatever noise I make, you'll sleep, my dear : 
Or, if a winter-evening should be long, 
Ev'n read your physic-book, or make a song. 
Y'our wife, your steeds, diachalon, and rhyme, 
JUay take up amy honest Godhead's time. 



1 
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Thus, as jon iike it, you maj lore afam. 
And let aqotber Dapbne haTe her reign. 

Now love, or leave, my dear : retreat or follow ; 
1 Daphne (this premis'd) take thee ApoUo ; 
And may 1 split into ten thousand trees, 90 

If I pve up on other terms than these. 

She said ; but what the am'roos God leply'd, 
Sto Fate ordain'd, is to onr search deny'd; 
By rats, alas 1 the manuscript is ate ; 
O cruel banquet, which we all regret ! 
Bavins, thy labors mnst this work restore. 
May thy good-will be equal to thy pow*r ! 



COLIN'S MISTAKES. 

WRITTEjr IX IMITATION OP SPENSER^S STYLE. 



Me ludit amabilis 

Insania. H01L 



I. 

Fast by the banks of Cam was Colin bred, 

(Ye Nymphs, for ever guard that sacred stream) 
To Wimple's woody shade his wa^he sped, 

(Flourish those woods,the Muses* endless theme.) 
As whilom Colin ancient books had read. 

Lays Greek and Roman would he oft rehearse. 
And much he loy*d, and much by heart he said, 

What Father Spenser sung in British verse. 
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Who reads that bard, desires, like him, to write. 
Still fearful of saooefls, still tempted by delight. 

II. 
Soon as Aurora had unbarred the mom. 

And lig;ht discovered Nature's cheerful face. 
The sounding clarion and the sprightly horn 

Call'd the blithe huntsman to the distant chase. 
Eftsoons they issue forth, a goodly band ; 

The deep-mouth'd hounds with thunder rend 
the air. 
The fiery coursers strike the rising sand. 

Far thro' the thicket flies the frighted deer ; 
Hariep the honour of the day supports, v 

His presence glads the woods, his order guides 
the sports. 

III. 
On a fair palfrey, well equippM, did sit 

An Amazonian dame ; a scarlet vest. 
For active horsemanship adaptly fit, 

Enclos'd her dainty limbs ; a plumed crest 
Wav'd o'er her head ; obedient by her side 

Her friends and servants rode ; with artful hand 
Full well knew she the steed to turn and guide ? 

The willing steed received her soft command : 
Courage and sweetness on her face were seated ; 
Onher all eyes were bent, and all good wishes waited. 

iv. 
This seeing, Colin thus hi^ Muse bespake. 

For alltydes was the Muse to Colin nigh : 
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Ah me, too ni|:h ! or, Clio, I mistake. 

Or that bright form that pleaseth so miae e^ 

Is Jove'fl fair daughter, Pallas, gracious queen 
Of liberal arts ; with wonder and delight 

In Homer's verse we read her ; well I ween 
That, emUous of his Grecian master's flight, 

Dan Spenser makes the fay'rite Groddess known. 

When in her graceful look fair Britomart is shovn. 

V. 

At noon, as Colin to the castle came, 

Op'd were the gates, and right prepared the fisisl ; 
Appears at table rich jclad a dame. 

The lord's delight, the wonder of the guest; 
With pearl and jewels was she sumptuous deckt^ 

As well became her dignity and place ; 
But the beholders mought her gems neglect, 

To fix their eyes on her mere lovely face. 
Serene with glory, and with softness bright : 
beauty sent from heay'n to dieer the mortal sight I 

VI. 

Lib'ral Munificence behind her stood. 

And decent State obey'd her }iigh command; 
And Charity, diffuse of native good. 

At once pourtraycs her mind and guides herhani 
As to each guest some fruits she deign'd to lift* 

And silence with obliging parley, broke. 
How gracious seem'd to each th* imparted gift^ 

But bow more gracious what the giver spoke' 
Such ease, such freedom, did her deed attend, 
That ev'ry guest rejoic'd, exalted to a friend. 
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TIf. 

Qmth Colin: Clio! if mj £eeble sense 

Can well distingnish jaa' illustrious dame, 
Wlio nobly doth such gentle gifts dispense 

In Latino numbers, Juno is her name $ 
GrestGoddess who,, with peace and plentj crown'd. 

To ail that under skj. breathe vital air, 
Diffiiseth bliss, and thro* the world around 

Pourp. wealthy ease, and scatters jojouscbeer; 
Certes of her in scmblant guise I read, 
Whan Spenaer declca his lays with Gloriana's -deed . 

Till. 

As Colin mns*d at ev'ning near ti» wood, 

A nymph undraw'd, beseemeth, by him past; 
Down to her £eet her silken gannoit Aow'd, 

A ribband bound and shap'd her slender waist'; 
A veil dependent fran her comely head, 

AfiA beanteons plenty of ambrosial hair, 
0*er her ^uat breast and lovely shoulders spread. 

Behind fell loose, and wantxmM with the air: 
The smiling Ztfkjn caU'd their am'rous brothers, 
Thc^ kiw'd the waving lawn, and wafted it to 
others. 

IX. 

Daisies and violets rose where'er she trod. 

Aft Flora, kind, her roots and buds had sorted $ 

And, led by Hymen, wedlock's mystic God, 
Ten thousand Loves around the nymph disported. 

Quoth Colin : Now I ken the Goddess bright 
Whom poets sing : all boman hearts, enthraird, 

VOL. II. K 
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Obej her pow*r; her kiiidness the delight 

Of Gods and men ; great Venas she is call'd, 
When Manfnan Virgil doth her charms rehearse ; 
Belphebe is her name in gentle Edmund's yene. 

Heard this the Muse, and with a smile replj'd, 

Which show'd soft anger nrixM with friendly love; 
Twin sisters still were Ignorance and Pride: — 

Can we know right till error we remoTe ? 
But Colin, well I wist will never learn ; 

Who slights his guide shall deviate from his waj: 
Me to have askM what thou couldst not discern 

To thee pertained ; to me the thing to say. 
What heavenly will from human eye conceals, 
How can the bard aread unless the Muse reveals ? 

XI. 

Nor Pallas thou nor Britomart hast seen. 

When soon at mom the flying deer was chas'd,* 
Nor Jove*s great wife, nor Spenser's fairy Qjieea, 

At noontide dealt the honours of the feast: 
Nor Venus nor Belphebe didst thou spy. 

The ev'ning's glory and the grove's delight: 
Henceforth, if ask'd, instructed right, reply, 

That all the day to knowing mortals' sight 
Bright Ca'ndish-Holles Harley stood oonfest, 
As various hour advis'd in various habit dmt- 



THE DOVE. 



Taatiene animis coelestlbus irz ? VIRG. 



I. 
-I-N TirgU^B sacred verse we find 

That passion can depress or raise 
The heav'nlj^' as the human mind ; 

Who dare denj what Virgil says ? 

But if they should, what our threat master 

Has thus laid down my tale shall prove ; 
Fair Venus wept the sad disaster 

Of having^ lost her fay'rite Dove. 

ui. 
In complaisance poor Cupid moum'd ; 

His gprief relieved his mother's pain ; 
He Tow'd he'd leave no stone untum'd 

But she should have her Dove again. 

IV. 

Tho' none, said he, shall yet he nam'd, 
I know the felon well enough : 

But hp she not. Mamma ! condemned 
Without a fair^and legal proof. 

V. 

With that his longest dart he took. 
As constable would take his staff; 

That Gods desire like men to look. 
Would make ev'n lleraclitus laugh. 
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▼I. 

L(Mr«*i raMlttni % 4«leaiM b«id, 

Lik« watchmoi, lOMsd tbeir ckaef a pp aur; 

Eacb had his lantern in his hand. 

And Venus, masked, brought up the rear. 

VII. 

AccontVed thus, their eager step 

To fhloe** lodging Chej directed s 
(At once 1 write, i^s 1 and ireep. 

That Chloe is of dieft suspected.) 

▼ni. 
Late they set out, had ftr to go ; 

St. DuBslan's, as they passM, strack one. 
Chloe, for reasons good, yon know, 

Lives at the sober end o' th' town. 

IX. 

With one great pea! they rap the door. 
Like footmen on a visiting-day. 

Folks at her house at such an hour ! 
Lord ] what will all the neigfaboars say } 

X. 

The door is open ; up they run $ 

Nor pray*rs nor threats divert their speed: 
Thieves ! thieves ! cries Susan; we*re undone; 

They'll kill my mistress in her bed. 

XI. 

In bed indeed tiie nymph had been 
Three hours ; for all historians say 

She commonly went up at ten, 
Unless Piquet was in the way. 
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XII. 

^e wak*d, be sure, with strange surprise : 

O Cupid ! is this right or law, 
Tbas to disturb the bnghtest eyes 

That ever slept or ever saw ? 

XIII. 

Hare you observed a sitting hare, 

Lisfning and fearful of the storm 
Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear. 

Afraid to keep or leave h^r form ? 

XIV. 

Or bare you markM a partridge quake, 
Viewipg the tow'ring falcon nigh? 

She cuddles low liehind the brake. 

Nor woi|ld she stay, nor dares she fly, 

XV. 

Then have you seen the beauteous maid. 
When, gazing on her midnight foes. 

She turn'd each way her frighted head, 
Then sunk it deep beneath the clothes. 

XVI. 

Venus this while was in the chamber 

Incognito ; for Susan said 
It smelt so strong of myrrh and amber «— 

And^ Susan is no lying maid. 

X7II. 

But since we have no present need 

Of Venus for an episode. 
With Cupid let us e'en proceed, 

And thus to Chloe spoke the God: 
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Hold op your head, hold op yonr jiand ; 

Wonid it were not mj lot to show y« 
This crael writ, wherein yon stand 

Indicted by the name of Chloe ! 

For that, hj secret malice stirr'd. 
Or by an em'toos pride hiYited, 

You have pnrloin'd the fav'rite bird 
In which my mother most delighted. 

Her blnshiog face the lovely maid 

Rais'd just above the milkwhite sheet, 

A rose-tree in a lily-bed 

Nor glows so red not breathes so sweet. 

XXI. 

Arc yon not he whom virgins fear 

And widows court ? Is not your name 

Cupid ? If 80, pray come- not near--- 
Fair Maiden, I'm the very same. 

XXII. 

Then what have I, good Sir, to say 
Or do with her you call your mother? 

If I should meet her in my way, 
We hardly curtsey to each other. 

XXIII. 

Diana ! chaste ; and Hebe I sweet ; 

Witness that what I speak is true ; 
I would not give my Paroquet 

For all the Doves that ever flew. 
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±uv. 

Yet, to eoflipoie thit midiiii^ht adlse. 
Go ftiedy searcli where'er yon please ; 

(The ra^e that raisM, adom'd her toice) 
Upon yon* toilette lie my keyi. 

Her keys he takes, her doors unlocks, 
Thro' wardrohe and thro' closet bounces, 

Peeps into er'ry chest and box, 
Toms o*er her fhrbelows and flonnees. 

XXYI. 

But DoTe, depend on't, finds he none, 

So to the bed returns a|pain ; 
And now the maiden, bolder jprown, 

Beg^ins to treat him with disdain. 

I marvel much, she smiling^ said. 
Tour poultry cannot yet be fbund : 

Lies he in yonder slipper dead ? 

Or, may be, in the tea-pot dronu'd f 

XXYItl. 

No, traitor ! an^ry Love replies, 

. He's hid somewhere about your breast; 
A place nor God nor man denies, 
For Venus' Dotc the proper nest. 

xxtx* 
Search, theii, she said ; put hi your haild, 

And Cynthia, dear protectress, guard me, 
As ^ty I or free uiay stahd. 
Do thou or ptmi«h or reward me. 
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But, ah ! w|i8t maid to Love can tr^sti 
He scorns and breaks all legal pow'r ; 

Into her breast his hand he thrust. 
And in a moment forced it lower. 

XILXI. 

Oy whither do those fingers rove. 

Cries Chloe, treacherous urchin, whither ? 
Yenos ! I shall find thy Dove, 

Says he, for sur^ I touch his feather. 



ERLE ROBERT'S MICE. 

, ■ tv cbahcer'b sttls. 

1 WAT Mice, fiiU blythe and amicable, 
Batcn beside Erie Robert's table. 
Lies there ne trap their necks to. catch,^ 
Ne old black cat their steps to watch. 
Their filF they eat of fowl and fish $ 
Feast-lyche as heart of mouse mote wish. 

As guests sat jovial at the board, 
Foith leap'd our Mice ; eftspons the Lord 
Of Boling, whilom John the Saint, 
Who maketh oft propos full queint, 
Laugh'd, jocund, and aloud he cry'd. 
To Matthew, seated on th'oth' side ; 
To thee, lean Bard ! it doth partain 
To understand these creatures tweine : 
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Come ftme ni ii«w Mine vteaa deviee* 

Or playsant rhjme •& yoadtr Ifiee f 

They seem, God vbklA iii«» Matt Md OfaMTlci. 

Bad as Sir Tqpas or *Sitpu9t Qwrles, 
(Matthew did for the nonoe T^ly) 
At emblem or derioe an I ; 
But could I ohaaat or rhyme, pardle. 
Clear m Dga Chavo^ or as thoe, 
Ne Ferse from toe (so Clod ne ibrire) 
Ob mouse or other beast aliTO. 
CerteS'I bave this afeaay days 
Sent myne poetic %erd to graae. 
Ne armed knight ydrad ia ivar 
With lyon fieroe will I compare i 
Ke jndg^e ui^jiut with Anfed fex» 
fiarmlms^ in secret f uise Ihe Socks i 
Ke priest uaworth of GodiAess ooal, 
To swine ydrunk, or filthy stoat ; 
Elke simile farewell for aye, 
From elephant, I trow, to flea. 

Reply*d the friendlike peer, I weeno 
Matthew is angied oa the spleen. 
Ne so, qnotb Matt, ne «haU be e*er| 
With wit that falleth all so /air : 
Eftsoons, well weet ye, my intent 
Boweth to your commauDdement* 
If by these creatures ye hare seen, 
Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew been } 
BehoTOth neet to wreck my brain, 
The reft in order to explain. 



loo 



That d^pboard, wheie the Mice disport, 
I liken to St. Stephen's oouii ; 
Tbeiein ii space enonirh, I trow. 
For elke jcomnde to jcome and ;oe ; 
And therein eke maj both be fed 
With shiTer of the ivfaeaten bread : 
And when, as these mine ejen snrrey. 
They cease to skip* and.s^eak, and play; 
Return they inaj to dilTrent ceils. 
Auditing one, whilst th'other tells. 

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whose miiid 
In bounteous deed no m^lni can bind. 
Now, as I hope to f^w devout, 
I deem this matter well made out. 
Laugh I, whilst thus I serious pray J 
Let that be wrought which Matt doth say 
Yea, quoth the £rle, but not to-day. 
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IN THE SAME STYLE. 



r DLL oft doth Matt with Topaz dine, 
Eateth bak'd meats, drinketh Greek wine ; 
But Topaz his own werke rehearseth, 
And Matt mote praise what Topaz Terseth. 
Now share as priest did e'er ^hrive sinner, 
Full hardly eameth Matt his dinner. 
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IN THE SAME STYLE. 

Jr Air Susan did her wif-hede well menteine, 
Alga,tes assaulted sore by letchours tweipe ; 
Now, and I read aright that auncient song, 
Olde were the paramours, the dame full jong. 

Had thilke same tale in other guise been tolde ; 
Had they been yong (pardie) and she been olde, 
That, by St. Kit, had wrought much sorer tryal^ 
Full menreillouB, I wote, were swilk denyal. 



TO FORTUNE. 

Ay HiLiT I in prison or in court look down, 
Nor beg thy fa^or nor deserve thy frown. 
In vain, malicious Forti^ie 1 hast thou try'd. 
By taking from my state, to quell my pride : 
Insulting Girl ! thy present rage abate, ■ [great. 
And wouldst thou have me humbled, make mc 



TO CHLOE. 

I. 

AVhiwt I am scorch'd with hot desire, 
In vain cold friendship you return ; 

Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas ! but make it fiercer bum. 
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n. 
Ah ! woold yon have, the flame snpprest. 

That kills the heart it heats teo iaat» 
Take half my passion to >our hveast, 

The rest in mine sbalf ever last. 



TO CHLOE WEEPING. 

Sbe, irfaUftt then weep'st, fiiir €Uoe> see 
The world in sympathy with thee : 
The cheerful hirds no longer sing, 
£ach droops his head and haiqft his wing ; 
The clouds have bent their bosom lower, 
And shed their sorrows in a shower; 
The brooks beyond their limits flow. 
And kmder immmrs spetdc their woe ; 
The nymphs a»d swaina adopt thy cares-; 
They hea?e thy sighs and we^ thy tears. 
Fantastic nymph t that grief shoidti move 
Thy heart obdurate against lore. 
Strange tears ! whose pow'r can soften all 
But that dear breast on which they fall.^ . 



CHIOE HtJNTING- 

BEHiirD her neck her ccMnety treases ty'd. 
Her if'ry qm«er graeeAd by ^ iidt» 
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A huatljDg Cbloe went : she lost her way, 

And thro* the woods, unoertam, dume'd to itraj. 

Apollo, pass ins ^J» beheld the maid ; 

And, *• sister dear ! bright C^rnthia, turn,* he «aid ; 

The hunted hind lies dose in yonder brake. 

Loud, Cupid laugh*d to see the God's mistake ; 

And, laughing, cry*d. Learn better, ^reat divine ! 

To know thy kindred, and to honor mine. 

Rightly advis*d, far hence thy sister seek, 

Or on Meander's bank, or Latmus* peak $ 

But in this nymph, my friend ! my sister know— 

She draws my arrows, and she bends my bow : 

Fair Thames she haunts, and ev*ry neighb'ring 

Sacred to soft recess and gentle love. [grove, 

Go, with thy Cynthia hurl the pointed spear 

At the rough boar, or chase the flying deer : 

I and my Chloe take a nobler aim ; 

At human hearts we fling, nor ever miss the gune. 



CHLOE JEALOUS. 



I. 
FoRBlsAn to ask me why I weep, 

Vel*d Chloe to her shepherd said ; 
'Tis for my two poor straggling sheep, 

Perhaps, or for my squirrel dead. 
raioR* vol. 11. ^ 
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F«rmiBi Iwkttjmi toto have tnit? 

Your fttbtlc qpeMtkota and rtpHet } 
BmblenM to teach a female wit 

The way% whan cha n g fai g Cupid flies ? 

Iff. 
Y<mr riddia purpot'd ta rehearse 

The gaa*ral pow'r that beauty has ; . 
But why did no peculiar verse 

DescrU>e one eharm of Chloe's fiiee ? 

ir. 
The glass which was at Venus* shrine. 

With such mysterious sorrow laid. 
The garland (and you call it mine) 

Which sbow*d how youth and beauty hSc. 

T. 

Ten thousand trifles, light as these, 
Nor can my rage nor anger move ; 

She should be humble, who would please ; 
And she must suffer, who can love. 

VI. 

When in my glass IchancM to look. 

Of Yenus what did I implore ? 
That ev'ry grace which thence I took 

Shonld know to charm my Damon more. 

VII. 

Reading, thy verse, who heeds, said I, 
If here or there his glances flew ? 

O, finee for ever be his eye 

Whose heart to me is always true ! 



VUI. 

Mj bloom, indeed, mj little flowV 
Of beauty quickly lost its pride } 

For, terer'd from its native bow'r, 
It on thy glowing bosom dy*d. 

rx. 
Yet car*d I not what might presage 

Or with'ring wreath or fleeting youth \ 
Love I esteemed more strong than age, 

And time less permanent than truth. 

Why then I weep, forbear to kmom ; 

Fail uncontroU'd, my tears, and free i 
O Damon ! 'tis the on^ woe 

I ever yet oooMalM £ma tibse. 

XI. 

The secret wonnd with which 1 bleed, 
Shall lie wrap^ up, ev*n in my hearse. 

But OB my toinbstonie thou shalt reaft 
My answer to Qij dnbioiis verse. 
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ANSWER TO CHLO]E JEALOUS. 

nr TITE SAME STYLE. 
The Author sick. 

I. 

jL C8, fairest proof of Beauty *8 pow'r, 

Dear idol of my panting heart. 
Nature points this xpj fatal hour. 
And I hare liy'd, and we must part. 

ir. 
While now I take my last adieu. 

Heave thou no sigh, nor shed a tear, 
Lest yet my half-clos'd eye may view 
On earth an ohject worth its care. 

III. 
,From Jealousy's tormenting strife, 

For ever be thy bosom freed. 
That nothing may disturb thy life, . 
Content I hasten to the dead. 

IV. 

Yet when some better-fated youth, 

Shall with his amorous parley move thee, 

Beflect one moment on his truth, 

Who, dying, thus persists to love thee, 
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A ffBTTER Amwn. 

r. 

Dear Chloe, how blubberM ii that pretty face t 
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurrd : 
Pr^ythee quit thii caprice i and (as oldi Falitaff 
•ays) 
Let's ev'n talk a little like folks of this world. 

II. 

How eanst thou presume thou hast leave (o 

destroy [keepimp ? 

The beauties which Venus but lent to thy 

Those looks were desig^M to inspire love and joy f 

More ordinary ey6s may serve people for weep* 

in- 

tit. 

T« be vezM at a trifle or two that I writ, 

Your jttd^neot at once and my passion you 

wrong : [wit i 

Yen take that for fiict which will scarce be found 

Odds life ! must one sinear to the troth ofi govi$ ? 

IV. 

What I speak, my fair Chloe ! and what I write, 

shows 

The diiTrence there is betwixt nature and art$ 

I conrt others in verse, but I love thee in prose ) 

And they have my whimsies, bat ihpu hast my 

heart 

X. 3 
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V. 

The God ef ns fenermen (jou Icpaw, diild !) the 
Sun, 

How, after bis journeys, he sets up his rest ; 
If, at mornizif^, o'er earth \H his fancy to run, 

At night he reclines On his Thetis''s hrcast. 

vr. 
So, when I am weary'd with wandVin^ all daj, 

To thee, my delight, in the evening I cojnej 
Ko matter what heauties I saw in mj way, 

They were hut my visits, hut thou artm> home. 

Tir. 
Then finish, dear Chioe, this pastoral war, 

And let us lilce Horace and Lydia agree; 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 

As he was a poet sublimcr than me. 



VENUS MISTAKEN, 

I. 

When Chloe's picture was to Venus shcwiif 
^urpris*d, the Goddess took it for her own : 
And what, said she, does this hold painter meao? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked seen? 

II. 
Fleas'd Cupid heard, and cheek'd his motber'j 

pride ; 
And who's blind npw, mamma ? the tDrchin afi 



THC > JUDGKBKT OV TXRCS. 1 l5 

'Tis Cbloe^B eye, and cheek, and lip, and breast: 
Friend Howard's genius faai^'d all the rest. 



VENUS» ADVICU TO THE MUSES. 

1 BUS to the Muses spoke the Cjprian dame, 
Adorn njy altars and revere my name. 
Mj son shall else assume bis potent darts ; 
Twang; g^oes the how ; ifxy girU I hare at your 

hearts. 
The Muses answerM Venus, We deride 
The yag'rant'sf malice, and his mother's pride : 
Send him to nymphs who sleep on Ida's shade, 
To the loose dance and wanton masquerade ; 
Our thoughts are settled, and intent our look 
On thjc instructive verse and moral book. 
On female^ idleness his pow'r relies. 
But, when he finds us studying hard, he flics. 



THE JUDGMENT OF VENUS. 

I. 

When Kneller's works, of various grace, 

'Were to fair Venns shown. 
The Goddess spy'd in ev'ry face 

Some features of her own. 
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Jtttt fo— aid, poktiftf vithlier hawl^ 

So sbone, says she, mj eyes, 
When froin two CiodMoMei I f^BMiM 

An apple for a prize. 

fii. 
When in the g'lass, and river toc^ 

My ftce 1 lately viewed, 
Such was I, if the glass be true, 

If true the crystal flood. 

rv. 
In colours of this glorious kind 

Apelles painted me s 
My hair, thus flowhig with the wind, 

Sprung from my native sea. 

V. 

Like this disordered, wild, forlorn. 
Big with ten thousand (bars. 

Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn, 
Ev*n beautitiil in tears. 

VI. 

But, viewing Myra plac'd apart, 

I fear, says she, I fear, 
Apelles, that Sir Godfrey*s art 

Has far surpass'd thine here : 

VII. 

Or I, a Goddess of the skies, 

By Myra am undone. 
And nmst resigii to her fhe prize. 

The apple, whidi I wM. 

/ 
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Till. 

But soon as she had Mjra seen. 

Majestically fair, 
The sparkling eye, the look serene. 

The gay and easy air. 

IX. 

With fiery emulation filled, 
The wond'ring Goddess cry'd, 

Apelles must to Kneller yield, 
Or Venus must to Hyde. 



PHILLIS'S AGE. 

Hpw old may Fhillis he, you ask, 
Whose heauty thus all hearts engages ? 

To answer is no easy task. 
For she has really two ages. 

Stiif in brocade, and pinch*d in stays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on, 

All day let Envy view her Ikce, 
And Fhillis is hat twenty-one. 

Paint, patches, jewels, laid aside. 
At night, astronomers agree. 

The ev'ning has the day helyM, 
And Pjiillis is some fqrty-tUrei;* 
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^ CHASTE FLORIMEL. 

r. 

^o — rU endure ten thousand deaths 

Ere anj further I'll comply : 
Oh ! Sir, no man on earth that breathes 

Had ever jet his hand so high. 

II. 
Oh ! take your tword, and pierce my heart, 

Undaunted tee me meet the wound i 
Oh ! will you act a Tarquin's part ? 

A •eoond Lucrece you have found. 

HI. 
Thui to the pressin^f; Corydon 

Poor Fiorimel, unbapjpy maid. 
Fearing by love to be undone. 

In broken dying accents, said. 

IV. 

Delia, who held the oonscioui door. 
Inspired by tmtli and brandy, tnil'd, 

Knowing, that sixteen months before, 
Our Lucrece had her second child. 

V. 

And hark ye, Madam ! cry'd the bawd, 
None of your flights, your higfaHropedodpV> 

Be civil here, or march abroad ; 

Oblige the 'squire, or quit the lod^lig' 
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TJ. 

Oh ! have I, Florimel weot os i 

Hove I then lost mjr Delia's aid ? 
Where shall forsaken Virtue run 

If bj her friend she is betra^'d ? 

VII. 

Oh ! curse on empty friendship's name ; 

Lord, what is all our future view ? 
Then, dear destrojer of my fame, 

Let mj last succour be to you. 

VII. 

From Delia's rag^e and Fortune's frown, 
A wretched love-sick maid deliver ; 

Oh ! tip me but another crown, 
Dear Sir, and make me yours for ever. 



THE QUESTION. TO LISETTA. 

What nymph should I admire or trust 
, But Chloe, beauteous Chloe, just ? 
,What nymph should I desire to see, 
.^But her who leaves the plain for me ? 

To whom should I compose the lay 
^ But her who listens when I play ? 

To whom in sdng repeat my cares 
'-"But her who in my sorrow shares ? 
'Tor whom should I the garland make, 1 

But her who joys the %\St to take» 
;!^ADd boasts she wcftfs it for my sake ? 
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In love am I not fiilly blest ? 
Lisetta, pr'^rthee, tell the rest. 



LISETTA'S REPLY. ' 

buRE Chloe just, and Chloe fair. 
Deserves to be joor only care ; 
But when you and she to-daj 
Far into the wood did straj. 
And I happened to pass by. 
Which way did you cast your eye ? 
But when your cares to her you. sin^. 
Yet dare not tell her whence they spring, 
Does it not more afflict your heart 
That in those cares she bears a part ? 
When you the flow'rs for Chloe twine, 1 

Why do you to her g^arland join } 

The meanest bud that falls from mine ? j 
Simplest of swains ! the world may see 
Whom Chloe loves, and who loves me. 



CUPIP AND GANYMEDE. 

In heav'n, one holyday, you re^d. 
In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drcwi heedless Cupid in to throw 
A main, to pass an hour^ or so : 



the little Trojan by the way, 

By Hermes taught, playM all the play. 

The God, unhappily engag'd. 
By nature raBh> by play enraged, 
CompIainM, and sigh'd, and cry'd, and fretted, 
Lost fev'ry earthly thing he betted ; 
In readj money all the store 
Pick'd up long since from Danac's showV^ 
A snnff-box set with bleeding hearts, 
Bnbies, all pierc'd with diamond darts ; 
His ninepins made of myrtle wood; 
(The tree in Ida*s forest stood) 
His bowl pure gold, the very same 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
Two table books in shagreen covers, 
Fiird with good verse from real lovers, 
Merchandise rare ! a biilet>douX) 
Its matter passionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of haii: rings and cypher'd seals, 
Hich trifles, serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets ! 
Besp'rate and mad, at length he sets 
Those darts, whose points make Gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his powV; 
Those darts, whence all our joy and pain 
.1 Arise ; those darts^Come, seven's the main, 
Cries Gajnvmede : the usual trick, 
^even stur a six ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill news goes fast : Uwas quickly known^ 
That simple Cupid was undone. 
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Obedient Capid, kneeling, crj'd, 
Cease, dearest mother, cease to chide ; 
Gaiij*8 a cheat, and I'm a bnbble ; 
Yet wb J this great excess of trouble ? 
The dice irere taUe ; the darts ate gone $ 
Yet how are you or I undone ? 

The loss of these I can supply 
With keener shafts from Chloe's eye : 
Fear not we e'er con be disgracM 
While that bright magazine shall labt : 
Your crowded altars still shall smoke, 
And van your friendly aid invoke ; 
JoTe shall again i^rere your pow'r, . 
And rise a swan, or fall a show'r. 



CUPID MISTAKEN. 

I. 

^s afler wmmi, <me vnmilier's dtiy, 

Vmub altfod foathiiig in a river, 
Cupid a^sboiytiiig wdttt that way, 

New sAwig hin btfvr, new HTl'd Tab quivtr. 

II. 
With skiU ht ehds^ iii» iriiarpest dtsirt ; 

Wlih all lri» tt^t hn 1>ow he drew» 
Swift t« lits bfeanteoos ^paye&t'ft heart 

Thte 106 wen 'guided srrdw flew. 
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In love am I not fully blest ? 
Lisetta, pr'jthee, tell the rest. 



LISETTA'S REPLY.' 

Sure Chloe jiut, and Chloe fair. 

Deserves to be joar only care ; 

But nrhen you and Bbe to-day 

Far into the wood did stray, 

And I happened to pass by, 

Which way did you cast your eye ? 

But when your cares to her you sing. 

Yet dare not tell her whence they spring, 

Does it not more afiUct your heart 

That in those cares she bears a part ? 

When you th'e flowers for Chloe twine, "| 

Why do you to her garland join '^ 

The meanest bud that falls from mine ? I 

Simplest of swains ! the world may see 

Whom Chloe lores, and who loves me. 



CLTIP AND GANYMEDE. 

In heav'n, one holyday, you rc^id. 
In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drewi heedless Cupid in to throw 
A main, to pass an hour^ or so : 



CVPID AND CA^TTSfEDE. 121 

^e little Trojan by the way, 

Ey Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

The God, unhappily engaged, 
By nature rafth> by play enraged, 
Complain'd, and sigh'd, and cry'd, and fretted, 
Lost fev'ry earthly thing he betted ; 
In ready money all the store 
Pick'd up long since from Danae's shower ^ 
A snuff-box set with bleeding hearts, 
Bubies, all pierced with diamond darts ; 
His ninepins made of myrtle wood ; 
(The tree in Ida*s forest stood) 
Bis bowl pure gold, the very same 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
Two table books in shagreen covers, 
Fiird with good verse from real lovers, 
Merchandise rare ! a billet-doux, 
Its matter passionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of baii: rings and cypher'd seals, 
Rich trifles, serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets ! 
Desperate and mad, at length he sets 
Those darts, whose points make Gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his powV ; 
Those darts, whence all our joy aud pain 
Arise ; those darts — Come, seven's the main, 
Cries Ganymede : the usual trick, 
Seven slur a six ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill news goes fast : Uwas quickly known^ 
That simple Cupid was undone. 

TOL. tt« . U 



ICO msGiaxANBouB pomt. 

In love am I not fuller blest ? 
Lisetta, pr'jthee, tell the rest. 



LISETTA'S REPLY.* 

Sure Cbloe just, and Chloe fair. 

Deserves to be joor only care ; 

But when you and she to-day 

Far into the wood did stray, 

And I happened to pass by, 

Which way did you cast your eye ? 

But when your cares to her you. sin^. 

Yet dare not tell her whence they spring, 

Does it not more afiUct your heart 

That in those cares she bears a part ? 

When you the flow'rs for Chloe twine, "| 

Why do you to her garland join ^ 

The meanest bud that falls from mine ? J 

iSimpIest of swains ! the world may see 

Whom Chloe loves, and who lores me. 



CLPIP AND GANYMEDE. 

In heav'n, one holyday, you rc^id. 
In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drcwi heedless Cupid in to throw 
A main, to pass an hour, or so : 



n 
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*the little Trojan by the way, 

By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

The God, imhappily engaged. 
By nature raBh> by play enragM, 
Complain'd, and sigh'd, and cry'd, and fretted, 
Lost fev'ry earthly thing he betted $ 
In ready money all the store 
Pick'd up long since from Danae's shower ^ 
A snuff-box set with bleeding hearts, 
Bnbies, all piercM with diamond darts ; 
His ninepins made of myrtle wood ; 
(The tree in Ida*s forest stood) 
His bowl pare gold, the very same 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
Two table books in shagreen covers, 
Fiird with good verse from real lovers, 
Merchandise rare ! a billet-doux, 
Its matter passionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of hain rings and cypher'd seals, 
Rich trifles, serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets ! 
Desperate and mad, at length he sets 
Those darts, whose points make Gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his pow'r ; 
Those darts, whence all our joy aud pain 
Arise ; those darts — Come, seven's the main, 
Cries Ganymede : the usual trick j 
Feven stur a six ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill news goes fast : Vtwas quickly known, 
That simple Cupid was undone- 

VOL. tt- . M 



ICO mscBXJkireouB poeu. 

In love am I not fully blest ? 
Lisetta, pr*jthee, tell the rest. 



LISETTA'S REPLY. ' 

Sure Chloe just, and Chloe fair> 

Deserves to be jour only care ; 

But when you and she to-day 

Far into the wood did stray, 

And I happened to pass by, 

Which way did you cast your eye ? 

But when your cares to her you sin^^. 

Yet dare not tell her whence they spring, 

Does it not more afiUct your heart 

That in those cares she bears a part ? 

When you the flowers for Chloe twine, "^ 

Why do you to her garland join ^ 

The meanest bud that falls from mine ? j 

Simplest of swains ! the world may see 

Whom Chloe loves, and who loves me. 



Ctnp AND GANYMEDE. 

Iif heav'n, one holyday, you rc^id. 
In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drcwi heedless Cupid in to throw 
A main, to pass an hour, or so : 
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^c little Trojan by the way, 

By Hermes taught, play'd alt the play. 

The God, unhappily eng^ag'd, 
By nature raBh> by play enrag'd. 
Complained, and sigh'd, and cry'd, and fretted, 
Lost fev*ry earthly thing he betted $ 
In ready money all the store 
Pick'd up long since from Danae's shower ^ 
A snuff-box set with bleeding hearts, 
Bubies, all piercM with diamond darts ; 
His ninepins made of myrtle wood ; 
(The tree in Ida's forest stood) 
His bowl pure gold, the very same 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
Two table books in shagreen covers, 
Fiird with good verse from real lovers, 
Merchandise rare ! a billet-doux, 
Its matter passionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of bain rings and cypher'd seals. 
Rich trifles, serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets I 
Desperate and mad, at length he sets 
Those darts, whose points make Gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his powV ; 
Those darts, whence all our joy aud pain 
Arise; those darts — Come, seven's the main, 
Cries Ganymede : the usual trick, 
Feven stur a six ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill news goes fast : Uwas quickly known, 
That simple Cupid was undone. 

VOL. tt. K 



ISO 



That %lii7 ii9*l t was wMoh tiiou «ii now, 
Deiiront to correct, not knowing faow^ 
With Ttry good dttiga but little wit, 
Blaming or prahing things ai I thoaght fit : 
I^or thif conduct had what I deservM, 
And, dealini^ honestlj, was almost stanr'd. 
But tbanki to my indulgent stars, I eat. 
Since I have footid the secret to be great. 
O dearest Andrew, says tlie homble droll. 
Henceforth maj I obey tdill thou control s 
Provided thon impart thy nsefta skill- 
Bow, then, sajfv Aiidrt^ and^or once I wUL*- 
Be of jonr patron's mind, whatever he sajsi 
tae^p ytry mufih; think little, and taUt tesi: 
iMhid taeither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong, 
fettt eat jottr patfdlog, ilav6, and hold ytm toiigae. 

A Vet*t«Bd prelate stoppM hh eoaeh-and*5ix 
To lau^h a little at our Andrew^ tricks : 
But then he "heard htm givt ihik golden rale, 
Diffe Oh, (he ay'd) this Mioir tk no fbol. 



▲1> AMICOS. 

Dim ttiiAeo ilit«! fhBeiftik mmat \Wtj 

M^to^ne tSkft ii^dibttii Biyrih, ^ 
AstttOL Itahmi SopMft, Saiidt^ttte MipdrbMi 
BisciputH, thttuA istorMs aiteitt t«ta«. 



GAvvamv^ aiA i ttr toin ww pwatep. }Sl 

Has ego Govporilnw pralbifM atf titea nilloi 

Siden^iie lagTMsii otia blaada dica; 

Qualia comreiiiuBt divk, qucis fbta voMaat 

Yitai facilM BMlKUr ire vias : 

Yinaque oceUcalit media iotar gaadia liba ; 

£t me quid majut futpieoF esse viiso. 

Sed fueriBt bqUi fonan, quos tpandea, eoeli i 

Nullaque »iat Ditit aumiaa, nnlla Jovit i 

Fabula flit territ agitnr quae vita relietifl; 

Quiqne eupentes home s qui niliil, esto Daus. 

Attamea eflse hilavei, et inaaefl initt«re owm 

Proderit, ae Tite commoditate ihii, 

Et festos agitAflse dicfl, nvique fugacifl 

Tempora perpctuis detimusBe jocis. 

His me parentem praeceptis oocupet ovens, 

Et mors $ seu divum, seu nihil, esse velit t 

Nam sopkiaars ilia est, quae fellere suavity iMnras 

Admoaet, atque orci non timuitse minas. 



IMITATED. 

Studious the husj moments to deceive. 

That fleet betveen the cradle and the gnvf » 

I credit what the Gredwi dictates saj, 

And Simian sounds o'er Scotia's hills convey* 

When n^ortal man rfsigns his tfutsi^fit hlt^tiiy 

The body only I give o'er to death $ 

The parts dissolved and broken fhime I monra : 

What came from earth I see to earth return. 

9 
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The iflMMterial paH, th' ethical soul. 
Nor can chan^ Tanquish, nor can death oontrol« 
Glad I release it from its partners* cares. 
And bid good aageb ivaft ii to the stars : 
Then in the floiriac bovl I droim those si^fas. 
Which, spite of wisdom, ftom our weakness rise. 
The draught to the dead's mem'ry I commend. 
And offer to thee now, immortal friend s* 
But if opposed to what my thoughts approve. 
Nor Pluto's rage there be, nor pow'r of Jore, 
On its dark side if thou the prospect take. 
Grant all forgot bejrond black Lethe's lake ; 
In total death suppose the mortal lie, 
Nf^new hereafter, nor a future sky $ 
Yet bear thy lot content, yet cease to gn^ieve ; 
Why ere death comes dost thou forbear to lire ? 
The little time thou hast, 'twixt instant now 
And Fate's approach, is all the Gods allow ; 
And of this little hast thou aught to spare 
To sad reflection and corroding care } 
The moments past, if thou art wise, retrieve, 
With pleasant mem'ry of the bliss they gave. 
The present hours in present mirth employ, 
And bribe the future with the hopes of joy ; 
The future (few or more, howe'er they be) 
Were destin'd erst, nor can by Fate's decree 
Be now cut off betwixt the grave and thee. 



1 



AnUMCHaOMr. imVAVBD. 

CHANSON. 
I. 

Uux fais tu ber^ere dans ce beau vcrg'cr 
Tu ne songe pieres k me sonlager ? 
Tu connois ma llammc, tu vois ma lang^ueur. 
Prens belle inhumame pitie de mon coeur. 

II. 
Dequoj te plains tu maiheureux bergcr? 
Que n[*ay je point fait pour tc soulagcr ! 
J'aj quittd la plaine, mon troupcau, mon chien, 
Prend on tant de peine quand on n*aime rien. 



IMITATED. 

I. 

\Vht thus from the plain does mj shepherdess 

roTc, 
Forsaking her swain and neglecting his loVe ? 
You l^are heard all my grief, jou see how I die. 
Oh ! give some relief to the swain whom you fly. 

II. 
How can you complain, or what am I to say. 
Since mj dog lies unfed, and my sheep run astray ? 
Need I tell what I mean, that I languish alone ! 
When I leave all the plain, you may g^ess 'tis for 
one. 

▼OL. n. ir 



I 
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THE LADY'9 IiOOKING-GLASS. 

CjBJA and I the other daj 

W»lk'd o*er the Mnd^-hiiU to the sea ; 

The lettiDg siii\ «dpni'4 the caasty« 

Hit beanw entire^ hU fierceness lQ9t i 

And OB the sur&oe of the deep 

The" winds lay, only not asleep : 

The njmph did, like the scene, appear 1 

Serenely pleasant, calmly fair ; ^ > 

Soft fell her words as flew the air. j 

With secret joy I heard her say, 

Thkt she would nerer miss one day 

A walk so fine, a sight so gay. 

But, oh the change I the winds grow hi^b ; 
Impending tempests charge the sky $ 
The lightning flies, the thunder roars. 
And big waves lash the frighten'd shores. 
Struck with the horror of tha tight. 
She turns her head, md wings her flighl. 
And, trembUv^, vows she'll ne'er acmln 
Approach the sliwiri or view the miMa* 

Onca vmtt at leasts look haek* sa»d I, 

Thyself in that large glass descry ; 
When thou art in. good humor dre$ty 
When gentle reason rules thy breast, 
The sun, upon the calmest seay 
Appears not half 89 bright as thea : 
"lis then that with delight I rove 
Upon the honndlesi depth, of love s 



1S5 



I bless my bhaili, I hand ttij o£^, ' 
Nor think •!» idl I left Ml slior^. 

But when vaiii Aouht «ad ^Ymdlns itof 
Do that dear foolish bMoffl tear, 
When the hig lip and yihit'iy eyt 
Tell me the riiili^^tmih is High, 
'Tis then IhAii art jxm* nngry mafai, 
Deform'd hy UrilMts and ditsh'd hy nin ; 
And the poor sailor, that must ttj 
Its fnrj, labors less than I. 

Shipwreck'd, in Y&hi to iMid 1 llftke. 
While Love and Fute still drtvt me "bkdt $ 
Forc'd to dote On thi^e thy own int^y 
I chide thee first, and theti tibtf. 
Wretched, when'flit^m tbtt ; YClM, Ivtai tiifth^ 
I with thee dr irithout thee die. 



T8S LADV 

WHO OFFERS HBft tOOttlMMftjM t* tWNM. 



V ENTB, take my rotiYt glass. 
Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this da^ I shall be» 
Venus, let me nerer see. 



THE CAMELfiON. 

As the Cameleon, wiw is knotrai 
To hwn wo ttolbrs of hit oim, 
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But borrowBkfrom his neigfaboiir's hue 

His white or black, his green or blue, 

And stmts aa much in Fea47 light, 

l^hich credit gives him upon sight. 

As if the rainbow -were in tail 

Settled on him and his heirs-mate ; 

So the joung *squire, when first he comes 

From country school to Will*s or Tom's, 

And equally in- truth is fit 

To be a statesman or a wit. 

Without one notton of his own, 

He saunters wildly up and down. 

Till some acquaintance, good or bad. 

Takes notice of a staring lad, 

Adijiits him in amjpng the gang ; 

They jest, reply, dispute, harangue i. 

He acts and talks as they befriend him, 

Smear'd with the colors which they lend faim. 

Thus merely as. his fortune chances, 
Hi9fiif)rit OF Ins vice advances. 

If haply he the sect pursues. 
That read md comment upon news. 
He takes up their mysterious face ; 
He drinks his cofiee without lace : 
This week his mimic tongue runs o'er 
What they have said the week before « 
His wisdom sets all £urop6 right. 
And teaches Marlbrd when to fight. 

Or if it be his fate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth than wit, 
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He lores cheap Port and dooUe btiby 
And settle la liie Humdnua club : 
He leanis how stockBiwill fall or rise ; 
Holds poTertj the neatest rice $ 
Thinks wit the bane of convenatioD» 
And says that learning spoils a nation. 

Bat if M Am lie UumU kh hits. 
And drinks Champaipie among the wits. 
Fire deep he toasts the tow'ring lasses, 
Repeats jron Tefteft wroUc xm gteiMM i 
Is in the chair, prescribe* the )air. 
And lies iHt^ iShose he never mw. 



TBA FLIES. 

Sat, tire of insects, miglily Sot 1 
(A fly upon the chariot-pole 
Cries out) What blvie-bottle alive 
Did ever with such fury drive ? 
Tell Belzebub I |;i«at Father, ^eU, 
(Says Mother, perch'd upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Raise such a cloud of dust «s I ? 

My judgment tum*d the whole debate ; 
My valoor sav'd the sinking state. 
So talk two idle biMtieiftg ffaitigs, 
Toss* up their head^, ttfed trtiretch ^k Kingft» 
But let the tfftflh to ligftt ht hrottglit. 
This neither tpvitt Mr t'^^Oier l^hl) 

if3 
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No merit in their own bebay*oiir ; 
Both raised but by their party's faTOur. 



THE FEMALE PHAETON. 

I. 

1 HUB Kitty, beautiful and yojiagi 

And wild as colt untamed. 
Bespoke the fair from whence she spning. 

With little ra^e inflam'd. 

II. 

InflamM with rage at sad restraint 
Which wise mamma ordained, 

And sorely vex*d to play the saint. 
Whilst wit and beauty reig^n'd. 

III. 

Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd 

With Abigails,' forsaken? 
Kitty's for other things design^. 

Or I am much mistaken, 

TV,. 

Must Lady Jenny frisk about. 

And .visit with her cousins ? 
At balls must she make all the rout. 

And bring home hearts by doxens ?. 
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T. 

What has slie better, praj, than I ? 

What hidden chamu to boast, 
That ail mankind for her should die. 

Whilst I am scarce a toast? 

VI. 

Dearest mamma! for once, let me 

Unchain^4 my fortune try : 
I'll have my earl as well as she. 

Or know the reason whj. 

▼ii» 
I'll lOon with Jenny's pride quit score, 

Make jdl her lovers fall : 
They'll grieve I was not loos'd before ; 

She, I was loos'd at al], 

VIII. 

Fondness prevail'd, mamma gave way : 

Kitty, at heart's desire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 

And set the world on fire. 



TH£ WANfi£RIMG PILGRIM. . 
5m THOMAS FHAMKLAMD, AA&T. 

To li?e, alas I te iNuit, 
UaleM Sir Tlioiiias saj M^, ao, 

Tb' allowance is too Rant. 

n. 
The giadoiis knight fUi iftU «h>M ^reeit 

Ten fartliiogt ntoV irlU do 
To keep a man each day in menXi 

Some bread to meajt Is due. 

A Rechabite poor Will nut Mt^, 

And drink of Adan's lOe ; 
Pure element no life wm |fh%9 

Or mortal sonl regale. 

IT. 

Spare diet and spring-water clear ' 

Physicians hold are good : 
Who diets thus need* neV^r fear 

A fever in the blood. , 

Gra'mercjy Sirsy you're in tihe right ; 

Prescriptions all can sell, 
^ut he thai does not eat can't sb* * « 

^ pusa )f good drink fail* 



TRff WANOJUIMW nM»ftIK. 
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Bat pass — the i£sculapian creir, 
Who eat and quaff the hett, 

They seldom miss to bake and brew^, 
Or lin to break tlteir fast. 



VII. 



Could Yorkshire tjke but do the same. 
Then he like them iiiss;ht thrive i 

But Fortuoe^ Fortone, cruel dame, 
To starve thou dost him drive. 

VIII, 

In Will's old master^s pleuteous dajs, 

His memVj e*er be blest ! 
What need of speaking in his praise ? 

His goodness stands confest 

IX. 

At his fam'd gate stood Charltj, 

In lovely rreet array ; 
Ceres and Hospitality 

|Dwelt there both m^t and day* 

X. 
But to conclude, and be oondse. 

Truth must Will's voucher be; 
Truth never yet went in disguise, 

For naked still jt she. 

%M0 

There is but one, but one alone. 

Can set the pilgrim free, 
And make him cease to pine and moali f 

fnnklaad, it is thee ! 
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Oh ! fXfe him fraai • dntuy imy « 
To Coxwoald he vut hie. 

Bereft of thee far tMndi mtbcty^ 
Aft Coxwoald be Hrt die. 



Oh! let him in ttof hkll hut MMI, 

And wear a ^porttr?! go«tt, 
Dnteoiii to what 4Mm an^tt «Miaauii8, 

Thns William^ niisiiM ««Nm. 

ndnpa&eh. 

Let others from Hm towa ntflte^ 

And in the fields seek aew delights 
3f J Fhillis does safth jo^tei^ 

No other ohjects please my ilgiM. 

n. 
In her alone Ifiad iOmM^ 

Beauties a coontry laadscape grace f 
No shade so loTelj as her i^. 

Nor plain so sweet as Is h«r &te; 

tn. 
Lilies and roses there comhfaie^ 

More beauteous than Ih flow'ry field ; 
Transparent is her vkia so flHe^ 

To this each crystal «tareaili n^tst yiM* 

IT. 

Her voice more sweet than waHI»lifi|^ 
Tho* snni^ bj nig^htingale or lark ; 
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Her tje§ sac^ haMUtt dwt «!«■«, 
Compar|d li>. them U»mmU dariu 

T. 

Both light and vital heat they give, 
Cherished by the» mj love takes rottti 

From her kind' looks does life raeeire, 

Grows a fair ptaat, hears tew'rs aad fruit. 

Such fruit I ween did 4ftce deceive 

The common parent of — •»'f'»'*, 
And made transgress our mother Eve, 

Poison jtt core, tho* fair its liad. 

vn. 
Yet so delicious Js its taste, 

I c^iMOt ftoen the bait abstain, 
But to th* enchanting pleasme haste, 

Tho' I were sure 'twould end in pain. 



TU£ DEef»AIRING SHEPHERD. 

Aucxn shunn'd his fellow-swaios, . 
Their rural sports ^od jocund strains ; 

(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow Q 
He lost his crook, he left his flocks, 
And, wand'ring thro' the lonely rocks, 

He nouri^'d endless woe* 

The nymphs and shephecfl^ roaod hisi;C»ioe; 
His grief 4ogie pi^» oih«rs blames 
The fatal cause ,aU kindly seek ; 



|4>4 macELLATnom pofem. 

He mingled his coaoem with thtit* % 
He ^ave 'em back their fnendl j tears ; 
He 8igh*d, hut wonld not speak. 

Clorinda came among the rest^ 
And she, too» kind cooceni expreit. 

And ask'd the reason of his woe : 
She ask'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it easily foresee^ 

She fear'd too much to know. 

The shepherd raisM his mournful head; 
And will you pardon me, he said. 

While I the cruel truth reveal. 
Which nothing from my breast should tear, 
Which never should offend your ear. 

But that ypu bid me tell ? 

'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appear'd upon the plMB ; 

You are the cause oi all my care : 
Your eyes ten thousand dangers dart. 
Ten thousand torments ^ex my heart 5 

1 love and I despairl 

Too much, Alexis '. I have heard : 
'Tig what I thought, 'lis ^mh^X I feared; 

And yet I pardon you, she cry'd ; 
But 70U shall promise ne'er again 
• To breathe your vows, or speak your paia- 

He bow'd**^obey'd^-«and dy'd. 



145 

THE OLD GENTRY, 
r. 

1 ^AT all from Adam first beg^an, ' 

None but ungodly Whiston doubts, 
And that his son and bis son^s son 

Were all but ploughmen, clowns, and louts. 

II. 
Each, when hisrnstic pains began, 

To merit pleaded equal right; 
'Twas onlj who left off at noon, 

Or who went on to work till night. 

III. 
But coronets we owe to crowns, 

And favour to a comf's affection ; 
By nature we are Adam's sons. 

And sons of Aastis by Section. 

IV. 

Kin^sale ! eight hundred years have roll'd 
Since thy forefiithers held the plough \ 

When thia in atoiy shall be told. 
Add, that my kindred do to now* 

V. 

The man who by his labour gets 
His bread, in independent state. 

Who never begs, and seldom eats. 
Himself can fix or change bis fatt . 



PRIOR. VOL* II* 
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THE PEDANT. 

Ltiakder talks extreiiiel j well { 

On ai^ fnbject let him dwell. 

His tropes and fi^^nres will content jre : 

He should possess to all degrees 

The art of talk $ he practises 

Full fourteen hours in four-and-twentj. 



THE REMEDY 

WORSE THAN THE DISEASE. 
I. 

E seifT for Rtftdiflb, wm to ill. 

That other docton ffsre me oTftr : 
He felt my pulse, prescrib*d his piA, 
• And I was likely to reoorer. 

n. 
But when the wit began to wheejse. 

And wine had warm'd the poiitidan, 
CurM yesterday of my disease, 
I dyM last night of my physician. 



THE SECRETARY. 

WniTTEN AT THE HAfiUE, 1696- 

While with labour assiduous due pleasure! bIIi 
And in one day atone for tibt btts'&ess of six, 
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In a little Dutch chaise, on a Saturday night, 
On my left hand mj Horace, a W*** pn my 

right: [moTe, 

No memoire to compose, and no posthoy to 
That on Sunday may hinder the softness of lovei 
For her, neither Yisits, nor parties at tea, 
Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee : 
This night and the next shall be hers, shall be 

mine. 
To goo^ or ill fortune the third we resign : 
Thus scorning the world, and superior to Fate, 
I 4lrive on my car in processional state $ 
So with Phia, thro' Athens, Plsistratns rode. 
Men thought her Minenra, and him a new God. 
But why should I stories of Athens rehearse, 
Wliere people knew love, and were partial to 

Terse; 
Since none can with justice my pleasure oppose. 
In Holland half drown'd in interest and prose ? 
By Greece and past ages, what need I be try'd. 
When the Hague and the present are both oi| 

my side? 
And is it enough for the jpys of the day. 
To think what Anacreon or Sappho would say ? 
When good Yandergoes, and his provident vrow. 
As they g^ze on my triumph, do frtely allow. 
That, search all the province, yoiiUl find no man 

dar If 
So blest as the Engjishen hcer Secretar* U, 

o 2 
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CONSIDSRATIONS 

ON PART OV THE LXXXTUT. PSALX. 

(A (Megc EserdKy 1690.J 

I. 
Heatt, LoTd ! on me thj jiid|^aaent sUe s 
locont I am while' God rejects my crj. 
O'erwhelm'd in darkness and despair I |^oan, 
And ey'ry place is bell, for God is gone. 
O Lord! arise, and let thy beams control 
Those horrid clouds that press mj frighted soul: 
Save the poor wand'rer from eternal night. 
Thou that art the God of light. 

- n. ' 

Downward I hasten to my destinM place; 

There none obtain thy aid, or sing thy praise. 
Soon shall I lie in Death's deep ooean>d|t)wn'd: - 

Is mercy there, or sweet forgiyeness found? 

O ! save me ye^, whilst on Uie brink I stand; 

Rebuke the storm, and waft my sonl to land. 

O let her rest beneath thy wing secure. 

Thou that art the Godjjjf pow'r, 

III. 

Behold the prodigal! to thee I come. 
To hail my father, and to seek my home. 
Nor refuge could I find, nor friend abroad, 
Straying in vicC) and destitute ofGod. 
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O let thy terrors and mj anguish end ! 
Be thou mj refuge, and be thou mj friend t 
Receive the son thou didst so long reprove. 
Thou that art the God of Love, 



TWO RIDDLES, 1710, 

Sphivx was a monster, that would eat ' 
Whatever stranger she could get. 
Unless his ready wit dlsclos'd 
The subtile riddle she proposed. 

Oedipus was resolved to go. 
And try what strength of parts would do ; 
Fays Sphinx, on this depends jour fate : 
Tell me what animal is that, 
W^hich has four feet at morning bright. 
Has two at noon, and three at night ? 

'Tis Man, said he, who, weak hy nature, 
At first creeps, like his fellow-creature, 
Vpon all-four) as years accrue, 
With sturdy steps, he WAlks on two ; 
In a|fe, at length, grows weak and sick, 
For his third leg adopts the stick. 

\ow, in your turn, 'tis just, methinks, 
You should resolve^ me, Madam Sphinx, 
What greater stranger yet is he. 
Who has four legs, then two, then ^threr; 
Then loses one, then gets two dkhv, 
And runs away at last on four } 

o 3 
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ON BEAUTY. 

▲ UDDLB. 

Rboi.tb me, Cbloe, what is this. 
Or forfeit me one precious kiss. 
'Tis the first offspring of the Graces, 
Bears dl^'^rent forms in different places ; 
Acknowledg'd fine where'er beheld, 
Yet fancy 'd finer when conceaPd. 
'Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm. 
Pandora's hox pf good and harm ; 
'Twas Mars's wish, find^rmion's dream, 
Apelles' fraught, and Oyid's theme : 
This guided Theseus thro' the maze, 
And sent him home with life and praise ; 
But this undid the Phrygian boj. 
And blew th^ flames that ruin*d Troy ; 
This show'd great kindness to old Greece, 
And helpM rich Jason to the fleecy : 
This thro' the East just Yengeance hnrrd. 
And Jost poor Antony the world : 
Iijur'd, tho' Lucrece found her doom i 
This banish'd tyranny from Rome: 
AppeasM tho' Lais gain'd her |iire; 
This set PersepoUs on fiire : 
For this Alcides leam'd to spin, 
' His club laid down, and lion's tjLiR : 
For this Apollo deign 'd to keep. 
With servile care, a mortal's sheep » 
, For this, the Father of the God^, 
Content to leave tug higb att^des* 
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In borrowed figures looselj ran, 
Europa's bull, and Leda's swan: 
For this he reassumes the nod, 
(While Semele commands the God) 
Launches the bolt, and shakes the poleiy . 
Tho' Momus laughs, and Juno scolds. 

Here listening Chloe smil d and said. 
Your riddle is not hard to read : 
I guess it— -Fair one, if you do, 
Need I, alas 1 the theme pursue ? 
For this thou see'st, for this I leave 
Whatever the world thinks wise or graye^ 
Ambition, business, friendship, news. 
My useful books and jerious Muse : 
For this I willingly decline 
The mirth of feasts and joys of wine, 
And choose to sit and talk with thee 
(As thy great orders may decree) 
Of cocks and f>ulls, of flutes and fiddlei. 
Of idle tales, and foolish riddles* 

AN EXTEMPORE INVITATION 

TO THE EARL OF OXFORD, 

L^rd High Treasurer y 1712. 

MT LORD, 

Our weekly friends to-morrow meet^ 
At Matthew's Palace, in Duke-street, 
To try for once if they can dine 
On bacon-ham and mutton-chine* 
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If, wearjM with the great affain 
Which Britain trusts to Harlem's carei. 
Thou, humble Statesman, ma^rst descend 
Thjr mind one moment to unbend. 
To see thjr servant, from his soul. 
Crown with thy health the sprightly bowl, 
Among the guests, which, e'er my house 
ReccfT*d it, never can produce 
Of honour a more glorious proof — 
l*ho* Dorset us'd to bless the roof. • 



WRITTEN AT PARIS, 1700, 

tif THE BEGIXXING OF ROBE's .GEOGRAPilT. 

Of all that William rules, or Robe 
Describes, great Rhea, of thy globe. 
When, or op posthorse, or in chaise. 
With much expenoe, and little ease, 
My destined miles I shall hare gone 
By Thames or Maese, by Fo or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own$ 
Great Mother, let me once be able, 
To have a garden, house, and stable. 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to desire or want : 
And as health fails, and years increase. 
Sit down and think, and die in peace. 
Oblige thy fav'rite undertakers. 
To throw me io but twenty acres i 



\ 



WRlTTElf AT PARIS, J 700. 15^ 



This number, sure, they may allow. 
For pasture tett> and ten for plough i 
'Tis all that I would wish or hope, 
For me, and John, and Nell, and Crop. 

Then, as thou wilt, dispose the irest, 
(And let not Fortune spoil the jest) 
To those who, at the market-rate. 
Can barter honor for estate. 

Now, if thou ^ant'st me thy request. 
To make thy votary truly blest, 
Let curst Rereni^e, and saucy Friday 
To some bleak rock far off be ty'd. 
Nor e*er approach my rural seat. 
To tempt me to be base and great. 

And, Goddess, this kind office dontf. 
Charge Venus to command her son 
(Wherever else she lets him rove) 
To shun my house, and field, and gxavz i 
Peace cannot dwell with Hate or Love. 

Hear, gracious Rhea ! what I say. 
And thy Petitioner shall pray. 



} 
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WRITTEir III 

MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. 

«irBlf TO THS DCKC OF UntEWSBITRT IX FRIXCE, 

^ JflgrikePe»e, 1713. 

Dictate, O mi^htjr Judge, what thoa hast leen 
Of cities and of courts, of books and men. 
And deign to let thjr servant hold the pen } 

Thro* ages, thus, I maj presume to lire. 
And from the transcript of thy prose receive 
What mjr own sbort-llv'd verse can never give. 

Thus shall fair Britam, with a gradous smile, 

Accept the work, and the instructed isle 

For more than treaties made shall bless mj toil. 

Nor longer henc^ the Gallic stjle preferrM, 
Wisdom in English idiom shall be heard, [errU 
While Talbot tells the world where Montiigiil 



WRlTTEir IN THB BBGIimiKa OV 

MEZERAY'S HISTORY OF FRANCE, 

u 

W ha^e'er thy oountiTmen have don^ 
By law and wit, bj sword and guUi 
In thee is faithfully recited { 
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t 

And all the living ivorld that view 
Thy work, give thee the praises due, 

At once instructed and delighted. 

If. 
Yet for the fame of all these deeds. 
What beggar in the invalids, 

With lameness broke, with blindness smitten, 
Wish'd ever decently to die, 
To have been eithet Mezeray, 

Or any Monarch he has written ? 

ui. 
' Tis strange, dear Author ! yet it true is, 
That, down from Pharamond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain, 
And feel the ill, yet shun the cure. 
Can sense this paradox endure ? 

Resolve me, Cambray ! or Fontaine t 

IV. 

The man in graver tragic known, 
(Tho' his best part long since was done) 

Still on the stage desires to tarry ; 
And he who play'd the Harlequin, 
After-the jest still loads the scene, 

Unwilling to retire, tho' weary. 
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WAiTTSN Of nra 

NOUVEAUX INTERESTS 

DBS PRINCES D£ L*£UROPfi, 

BuB/r be ths prnoei who faiare ibvi^hi 
For pompous names, or irlde dofflliiioii> 

Skiee by their error we are tanf ht. 
That happiness is but opinioB* 



WRITTEN IN AN OVID. 
Ono is the serest g^oide 

Yott can name, to show the way 
To any woman, maid, or bride, 

Who resolves to go astray. 



VERSES 
Sft^en t0 La^ Henrfetta'CuvemUBk-Ihllgi Htr- 
ftrjr, CaufOenrf Oxford. 

In the Library of St. John's College, Cambridgei 

Nov. 9, 1719. 

MADAM, 

SiNCB Anna Tisited the Mases' seat, 
(Around her tomb let weeping angels wait) 
Hail I thou, the brightest of thy sex, and best, 
Most gracious neighbour, and most welcome gnett < 
Not Harley^s self, to Cam and Isis dear. 
In Tirtues, and in arts, great Oxford^ti heiTi 



TBSSES. l/,7 

Not he sn6h preselit Ihonor shall recare^ ' 
As to hiB consort we aspire to giTe. 

Writings of men our thoughts to-dajr neglects. 
To paj due homage to the softer sex : 
Plato and TuUy we forbear to read, 
And their great followers, whom this House haf 
To study lessons from thj morals giv'n, [bred, 
And shining characters impressed by HeaT*n. 
Science in books no longer we pursne, 
Minenra^s self in Harriet's fiice we view ; 
For when with Beauty we can Virtue join, 
We paint the semblance of a form divine. 

Their pious incense let our neighbours bring 
To the kind mem'rj of some bouiteous king : 
With grateful hand due altars let them raise 
To some good knight's or holy prelate's praise s 
We tune our voices to a nobler theme, 
Your eyes we biess, year praises we proclaim ; 
Saint John's ifas founded in a woman's name. 
Enjoin'd by statute, to the Fair we bow ; 1 

In spite of time we keep our ancient tow ; > 
What Marg'ret Tudor was, isHarrietHarleynow. J 






ON BISHOP ATTERBUKY'S 
Burying tiie Duke of Buckinghamshire, 172I« 

I HAVE no hopes, the Didte he says, and" dies* 
In sure and certain hopes— the Prelate cries 

TOL. II. 9 
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Of these two leaned peers, I prj'thee, say, mm. 
Who 18 the lying knave, the priest or layman ? 
The Duke he stands an infidel confest : 
He*8 our dear brother, qnoth the lordly Priest 
The Dnke, tho* knave, still brother dear he cries, 
And who can say the rev'^rend Prelate lies ? 



ON A PICTURB OF SENEGA, 

' DTIK0 IN ▲' BATH, 

BY JORDAIN, 
Ai (he Bight Homrahlethe Earl of Exeter's^ at 

Burleigh'house» 

Wbiia cniel Nero only drains 

The moral Spaniard's ebbing veins, 

By study worn, and slack with age. 

How dull, how^ thoughtless is his rage ? 

Heightened revenge he should have took s 

He should have Immt his tutor's book, 

And long have reign'd supreme in vice ; 

One nobler wretch can only rise ; 

'Tis he whose fury shall deface 

The Stoie*s image in this piece ; 

For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 

Thy work and Seneca's remain. 

He still has body, still has Soul, 

And lives and speaks^ restored and whole. 



} 
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ON SEEING THE 

1>UKE OF ORMONirS PICTURE 
M Sir Gadflr^ KneOer't. 

Out from the iiynrM canvas, Kneller ! strike 
^bese lines, too faint ; the pictnre is not like. 
Exalt thj thought, and try thy toil again ; 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen*s glorious plain 
Place Orraond's duke : impendent in the air, 
I.et his keen sabre, oomet-like, appear. 
Where'er it points Renouncing death : below 
Draw routed squadrons, and the numerous foe 
Falling beneath, or flying from his blow ; 
Till weak with wounds, and covered o'er With blood, 
Which from the patriot's breast in torrents flow'd, 
He faints : his steed no longer bears the rein, 
But stumbles o'er the heap his hand had slain. 
And now exhausted, bleeding, pale he lies, 
Lorelj, sad oljject ! in his half-clos'd eyes 
Stem Vengeance yet and hostile Terror stand : 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns oommadd^ 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call, 
Fear to approach him, tho* they see him fall. 

O Kneller ! could thy shades and lights express 
The perfect hero in that gkmous dress. 
Ages to come might Ormond's pictnre know. 
And palms for thee beneath his laurels grow ; 
In spite of time thy work might ever shine, 
Nor Homer's colors last ^ long- as tlrine> 

*2 



lOO MlSCSU^If EDITS POEK8. 

UFON THti 

PASSAGE IN SCALI6ERIANA, 

Le$ dUemam ne ce 90ueieni pat ^el m ib 
baivent paurveu que ce soil vm, m quel Ldin 
iU parlenipourveu que ce wU LtUin, 

Wuai yoa with Bigh-Dutch Heerea dive, 
Ezptct f#lM Latm and stumM vine :• 
Thej neTtr taste, wlio always driak i 
Thejr always t^ki wfao navar thnk. 



ON MY BIRTH-DAY, JULY 21. 

I- 

I) mr dear 1 mu bom to-daj, , 
So ail my joUy coiQrades mj ; 

And ask to calcbr«tf my Inrtb* 
M^tU, alas 1 mj Goiora4«s kaov 
That I was horn to jMioaoid W9«. 
To thy dmial, to thj sconu 
Batter I bad q^V been boint 
I wish to dia aT'o whilst 1 mjr. 
If my d«ar, wm boni to-^jr. 

1» my d««r 1 was bom to-day i 
Shall I MiHti tba nib^ i»9 i 



LOYE DISARMED. l61 

Weli-spring: of all my joy and woe, 
Clotilda ! thou alone dost know : 
5hall the wreath surround my hair ? 
Or shall the music please my ear ? 
Shall I my comrades' mirth receire, 
^nd bless my birth , and wish to live ? 
Then let me see gpreat Venus chase 
Imperious angler from thy face ; 
Then let me hear thee smiling say. 
Thou ! my dear, wert born to day. 



LOVE DISARMED. 

i^emcATH a myrtle's yerdant shade 
As Chloe, half asleep, was laid, 
Cupid p^roh'd lightly on her breast, 
And in that heav'n desir'd to rest : 
Overiier paps his wings he spread, 
Between he found a downy bed. 
And nestled in his little head. 

Still lay the God : the nymph, surprised, 
Yet mistress of hiSrself, devis'd 
How she the vagrant might enthral, 
And captive htm who captives all. 

Her bodice half-way she unlac'd, "] . 

About his arms she slily cast ^ 

The silken bond, and held him fast. J 

The God awak'd, and thrice, in vain, 
He strove to break the cruel chain; 

p 3 * 
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And thrice, in Tam, he «hoQk his winf, 
Incomber'd in the silken string. 

Flntt'rlng, the God, and weeping, saidt 
Tiij poor Cnpid, gen'rous Maid, 
Who happened, being blind, to straj. 
And on thy bosom lost his waj ; 
Who strayM, alas 1 but knew too well 
He never there mnst hope to dwell* 
^t an unhappy prisoner free. 
Who ne'er intended harm to thee. 
To me pertains not, she replies. 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What are his hauntp, or which his way. 

Where he would dwell, or whither stray i 

Yet will I nerer set thee free. 

For harm was meant, and harm to miu 
Tain fear« that vex thy virgin beacti 

ru give thee up my bow and dart» 

Untangle but this emel chain, 

^nd freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : secure my virgin he»it $ 

Instant give up thy bow and dart i 

The chain, PU in return, untie, 

And freely thou again shalt ^. 

Thus she the captive did deliver i 

The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The God, disarm'd, e'er sinoe Aat day 

passes his life in harmless" play $ 

Flies roHBd, or sits upon her bitMt» 

A little Hiitt'ring H^Qm guest. 



A loter's angek. ^ IG3 

E*er since that day the beauteous maid 
GoTems the irerld in Cupid's stead. 
Directs his arrow as she wills, 
Gives grief or pleasure, spares or kills. 



A LOVER'S ANGER. 

A» Chloe came into the room the other daj, 
I peevish began, Where so long could you stay ? 
In jour lifetime you never regarded your hour ; 
You promis'd at two, and (pray look, child) *tis 

four. 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
*Tis enough that 'tis loaded with bawbl^ and seals. 
A temper so heedless no mortal can bear-— 
Thus far I went on with a resolute air. 
Lord bless me ! said she, let a body but speak : 
Here's ai^ ugly hard rose-bud fall'n into my n^k ; 
It has hurt me and vext me to such a degree— < 
See here, for you never believe me ; pray see, 
Qn the left side my breast, what a mark it has 

made. 
So saying, her bosom she careless displayed : 
That seat of delight I with wonder surveyed. 
And forgot ev'ry word I designed to have said. 
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And thrice, in Tain, he «hoQk fm win(, 
Incomber'd in the silken string. 

Flutt'rins, the God, and weeping, $»if 
Titj poor Cupid, gen'rous Maid, 
Who happened, being blind, to 9txaj» 
And on thy bosom lost his waj ; 
Who strayM, alas 1 but knew tog wcU 
He nerer there mnst hope to dwell* 
Set an unhappy pris'ner free. 
Who ne^er intended harm to thee. 
To me pertains not, she replies. 
To know or -care where Cupid flies ; 
What are his hauntp, or which his way. 
Where he would dwell, or whither stray ; 
Yet will I nerer set thee free. 
For harm was meant, and harm to miu 
Tain fear« that y«x thy virgin beacti 
ru giye thee up my how and durt» 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 
^nd freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : secure my virgin he»xt $ 
Instant give up thy bow and dart i 
The chain, I'll in return, untie. 
And freely thou again shalt fij. 
Thus she the captive did deliver { 
The captive thus gave up his quiwr* 

The God, disarm'd, e'er since Aat day 
passes his life in harmless' play i 
Flies round, or sits upon her bltMt» 
A little %tt'ring SOm guMt. 
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E^er since that day the beauteous maid 
Gfyrems the irerld in Cupid's stead. 
Directs his arrow as she wills, 
Giyes grief or pleasure, spares or kills. 



A LOVER»S ANGER. 

A» Chloe came into the room the other daj, 
I peevish began, Where so long could you stay ? 
In your lifetime you never regarded your hour ; 
Yon promised at two, and (pray look, child) 'tis 

four. 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
*Tis enough that 'tis loaded with bawbli^ and seals. 
A temper so heedless no mortal can bear— ^ 
Thus far I went on with a resolute air. 
Lord bless me ! said she, let a body but speak : 
Here's ai^ ugly hard rose-bud fall'n into my n^ck ; 
It has hurt me and vext me to such a degree-— 
See here, for you never believe me ; pray see. 
On the left side my breast, what a mark it has 

made. 
So saying, her bosom she careless displayM : 
That seat of delight I with wonder surveyed. 
And forgot ev'ry word I design'd to have said. 
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LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP: 
A P^uiarah ky Mr$. EUzaifeik Stager. 

AMA«TLIS. . 

Whiia from the skies the niddj sun desoemls 
And rising^ night the er'ning shade extends ; 
While pearly dews o'erspread the fmitful field. 
And closing flowers reviving odours yield. 
Let us, beneath these spreading trees recite. 
What from onr hearts our Moses maj indite: 
Nor need we in this close retirement fear 
Lest any swain our amVous secrets hear. 

STLV. To ev'rj shepherd I would mine proclaiiii» 
Since fair Amynta is my Softest theme : 
A stranger to the loose delights of love. 
My thoi^hts the nobler warmth of ftiendship proTC, 
And, while its pure and sacred fire I sing. 
Chaste Goddess of the Groves ! thy succour brin^- 

4MAR. Propitious God of Love! my breast inspim 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleasing fires 
Propitious God of Love I thy succour bring. 
Whilst I thy darling, thy Alexis, sing ; 
Alexis, as the op'ning blossoms fair. 
Lovely as light, and soft as yielding air : 
Por him each virgin sighs, and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns $ 
Nor to the echoing groves and whispVing spring 
In sweeter strains does artful Conon sing, - 
When loud applauses fill the crowded groves, 
And Phoebus the tuperior song approves. 



LOTS AND FRIENDSHIP. }65 

tTLT. Beauteous Amxata. is as early light 
Breaking the melancholy shades of night. 
When she is near all anxious trouble flies, 
And our Teviving hearts confess her eyes. 
Young Love and blooming Joy, and gay Desires, 
In cv'ry breast the beauteous nymph inspires ; 
And on the plain 'when she no more appears, 
The plain a dark and gloomy prospect wears. 
In vain the streams roll on : the eastern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembliug trees : 
In vain the birds begin their evening song. 
And to the silent night their notes prolong ; 
Nor groves, nor crystal streams, nor verdant field, 
Does wonted pleasure in her' absence yield. 

AMAR. And in his absence all the pensive day 
In Bome obscure retreat i lonely stray ; 
AH day, to the repeating caves, complain 
In mournful accents and a dying strain : 
• Dear lovely youth I ' I cry to all around ; 
' Dear lovely youth' the flattVing vales resound. 
8TLV. On flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murmuring 
stream, 

Aminta is my Muse's softest theme ; 

*Tis she that does my artful notes refine $ 

With fair Aminta's name my noblest verse shall 
shine. 
AMAR . ril twine fresh garlands for A lexis^ brows , 

And consecrate to him eternal vows ; 

The charming youth shall my Apollo prove ; 

He shall adorn my songs, and tune my voice to love. 
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Each other gift, which God on man hestows. 
Its proper hounds and due restriction knows ; 
To one fat pvpose dedieates itx pow'r. 
And, finishin^^ its act, exists no more. 
Thus, in obedience to what Heay'n decrees. 
Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease; 
Bat lasting Charity's more ample sway. 
Nor bomid by time, nor subject to decay. 
In happy triumph shall for ever live. 
And endless good diffuse, and endless praise receirc. 

As thro' the artist's intervening glass. 
Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 
A little we discover, but allow 
That more remains unseen than art can show; 
So, whilst our mind its knowledge would improTC, 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above) 
High as we may, we lift our reason up. 
By faith directed, and condrmM by hopes 
Yet are we able only to survey 
Dawnings of beams and promises of day. 
Heaven's fuller effluence mocks our dazzt'd sight. 
Too great its swiftness, and too strong its light. 
■ Biit soon the mediate clouds shall be dispeird, 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld, 
In all his robes, vrith all his glory on. 
Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die. 
One lost in certainty and one in joy ; 
Whilst thou, more happy pow'r, fair Charity ! 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the three. 



ADRIANI M0RIENTI9. 1^9 

Thj office and thj nature still the same, 
Lasting thy lamp, am! imcansiint'd thj flame, 
Shalt still suTviTie — 

Shalt stand before the host of HeaT^n confest, 
For eyer blessing;, and for erer blest. 

UPON HONOR. 

A FRAGMEMT. 

rioiffOR, I saj, or honest fame, 
I mean the substance, not the name, 
(Not that light heap of tawdry wares. 
Of ermine, coronets, and stars. 
Which often is by merit sought. 
By gold and flatt'ry oit'ner bought ; 
The shade for which ambition looks 
In Selden's or in AshmoIe*s books,) 
But the true glory which proceeds. 
Reflected bright, f«Mi beaest deeds ; 
Which we in onr own breast perceive, 
'And kings can neitber taike nor give. 

ADRIANI MORIENTIS 
AD AmarAH svam. 
Animvia, ragnk, blandula, 
Ho^68, comesque corporis, 
t2u8B nnnc abibis in K)ca, 
Paltidala, rigida, nudnla t 
Nee, ut soles, dabls joca. 

YOL. II. (I 
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O'd bj her 8 urn comnuuid. 
), gloDDi; lits Ihe quMD, 
'cris the cruel ueoet 
J^irith her Hild resort 
(vduiurbs the Balemn court. 
ic MinatreJs}' adTBncci 
one and animate the dance. 
■J happj (he snrprix I 
w CJiKli our eager ejei : 
It affect our captive ear, 

e and sounds we hear, 
he our aetue cmploji, 
eason she destrojs, 

b uud plant of loose delight. 



T.\T10\ OF ANACREON. 



ir grace or apUe. 
-, the gu)-, ihe ytnan 
mtMri of my song : 

e that tlie^ repeal, 
bliog nine retirei 

Sthj servant's Ijrci 
W m; endless theme, 
imph overFwne: 
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BY MONS. FONTENELLE. 

IS/lA petite ame, in» migaonne, [ras : 

Tn t*en Tas done, ma Mie^ et Dieu sache ou tn 
Ta pan aenlette, iuie» et tremblotante, helas ! 
Que deyiendra ton humeur folichoone ! 
doe deTieadront taat de jolis ebats ? 



IMITATED. 

PooK, little, pfettj, flutt'riog thin^. 
Must we no longer lire together ? 

And dost thou prune thj trembling wing. 
To take thy flight thou know'st not whither? 

Thy humorous vein, thy pleasing folly. 
Lies all neglected, all forgot. 

And, pensive, wavering, melancholy. 

Thou dread'st and hop'st thou know'st not idjaU 



A PASSAiOB IN THJB 

MORIiS ENCOMIUM OF ERASMUS 

IMITATED* 

Ik avrfol pomp and melancholy state^ 
See settled Reason on the judgment-seat; 
Around her crowd Distrust, and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Foresight, and tormenting Care; 
Far from the* throne the trembling Fleasurec 
standy 
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Chain'd up or exil'd by her stem commaiid. 
Wretched her nibjects, gloomy sits the queen, 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel scjene ; 
And apish Folly, ^rith her wild resort 
Of wit and jest, disturbs the solemn court. 

See the fantastic Minstrelsy advance. 
To breathe the song and animate the dance. 
Blest the usurper J happy the surprise 1 
Her mimic postures catch our eager eyes : 
Her jingling bells affect our captive ear. 
And in the sights we see and sounds we hear. 
Against our judgment she our sense employs. 
The laws of troubled Reason she destroys. 
And in their place rejoices to indite 
Wild schemes of mirth and plsms of loose delight. 



IN IMITATION OF ANACREON. 

Let 'em censure, what care I ? 
The herd of critics I defy; 
Let the wretches know I write 
Regardless of their grace or spite. 
No, no ; the fair, the gay, the young, 
Govem the numbers of my song : 
All that they approve is sweet. 
And all i$ sense that they repeat. 

Bid the wfirbling nine retire ; 
Venus, string thy servant's lyre ; 
l/ive shall be my endless theme. 
Pleasure shall triumph over Fame : 

«2 
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TO THE AUTHOR 

OF TBB POaB0OIN« FAITOBJU- 

jDr Sylvia if thj charnung self be meant; 
it friendship be thj rirg^in vows* extent, 
O I let me in Aminta's praises join. 
Hen mj esteem shall be, my passion thine. 
When fot thj head the garland I prepare, 
A second wreath shall bind Aminta's hair ; 
And when my choicest songs thj worth proclaifl^ 
Alternate verse shall bless Aminta's name; 
My heart shall own the justice of her cause, 
And Love himself submit to Friendship's laws. 

But if, beneath thy numbers' soft disgniset 
Some favour 'd swain, some true Alexis, lies; 
If Amaryllis breathes thy secret pains. 
And thy fond heart beats measure to thy stnffl^ 
Mayst thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious and the lover kind; 
May Venus long exert her happy pow'r. 
And make thy beauty like thy verse endure; 
May ev'iy God his friendly aid afford,^ 
Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bless thy boaid. 

But if, by chance, the series of thy joys 
Permit one thought less cheerless to arise. 
Piteous transfer it to the mournful swain. 
Who, loving much, who, net belov'd agam. 
Peels an ill-fated passion's last excess. 
And ^^ in woe, that thou mayst live in peace. 
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CHARITY : 

A PjiBAPRRASE OW I. COR* OBAP. XttT 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing^ tongue 
Than ever man pronounc'd or an^^el sung } 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine. 
That thought can reach or science can define ; 
And had I pow'r to give that knowledge hirth 
In. all the speeches of the bahhling earth ; 
DM Shadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire^ 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fire s 
Or had I faith like that which Israel saw 
When Moses gave them miracles and law ; 
Tety gracious Charity ! indulgent guests 
Were not thy powV exerted- in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up unheeded pray'r> 
That scorQ of life would be but wild despair ; 
A cymbal's sound were better than my voice ; 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Charity t decent, modest, 6asy, kind. 
Softens the high, and rears the abject mind ; 
Knows with just reins, and gentle hand, to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 
Not soon provok'd, she easily forgives. 
And much she suffers, as she much believes. 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 
She builds .our quiet as she forms our lives ; 
Lays the rough paths of peevish Nature er'n, 
Anud opens in each heart a little heav'n. 
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4 

TO THE AUTHOR 

OF TBB WOUSGOSNQ FAMTOMJLU 

JBr Sylvia if thj channin^ self be meant; 
It friendihip be thy yirg^in vows* extent, 
O I let me in Aminta's praises join. 
Hers mj esteem shall be, my passion thine. 
When fot thj bead the g^arland I prepare, 
A second wreath shall bind Anmita's hair ; 
And when mj choicest son^s thj worth procUufl^ 
Alternate verse shall bless Aminta^s name; 
My heart shall own the justice of her cause. 
And Love himself submit to Friendship's laws. 

But if, beneath thj numbers' soft disgaiset 
Some favour 'd swain, some true Alexis, lies; 
If Amarjllis breathes thj secret pains. 
And thj fond heart beats measure to thj sttain^ 
Majst thou, howe'er I ^ieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious and the lover kind; 
Maj Venus long exert her happj pow*r. 
And make tfaj beaut j like thj verse endure; 
Maj ev'rj God his friendlj aid afford,^ 
Pan guard tbj flock, and Ceres bless thj boaid. 

But if, bj chance, the series of thj jojs 
Permit one thought less cheerless to arise. 
Piteous transfer it to the mournful swain. 
Who, loving much, who, net belov'd agun. 
Peels an ill-fated passion's last excess. 
And di^ in woe, that thou majst live in peace. 
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CHARITY : 

A PjiBAPRRASE ON I. COIU OBAP. XttT 

Did sweeter pounds adorn mj flowing^ tongue 
Than ever man pronounc'd or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge > human and divine. 
That thought can reach or science can define ; 
And had I powV to give that knowledge hirth 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 
DM Shadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire^ 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fire s 
Oc had I faith like that which Israel saw 
When Moses gave them miracles and law ; 
Tet, gracious Charity ! indulgent guests 
Were not thy pow'r exerted in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up unheeded pray'r^ 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair ; 
A cymbaFs sound were better than my voice ; 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Charity ! decent, modest, easy, kind. 
Softens the high, and rears the abject mind ; 
Knows with just reins, and gentle hand, to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 
Not soon provoked, she easily forgives. 
And much she suffers, as she much believes. 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 
She builds .our quiet as she forms our lives ; 
Lays the rough paths of peevish Nature er'n, 
Ajul opens in each heart a little heav'n. 
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Could not be kept from Jove'i embrace 
By doors of iteel and walls of brass : ' 
The reason of the thin^ is clear. 
Would Jove the naked tratfa arer ; 
Cupid was with him of tiie party, 
And show'd himself sincere and heartj ; 
For, give that whipster but his errand. 
He takes my Lord 'Chief Justice* warrant $ 
Dauntless as death away he walks, 
Breaks the doors open, snaps the locks, 
Searches the parlour, chamber, study. 
Nor stops till he has Culprit's body. 

Since this has been authentic truth, 
By age delivered down to youth, 
Tell us, mistaken Husband, tell us 
Why so mysterious, why so jealous ? 
Does the restraint, the bolt, the bar. 
Make us less curious, her less fair ? 
The spy which does this treasure keep. 
Does she ne'er /sa/ her pray'rs nor sleep I 
Does she to no excess incline ? 
Does she fly music, mirth, and wine ? 
Or have not gp,ld and flattery pow'r 
To purchase one ung^rded hour ? 

Your care does further yet extend | 
That spy is guarded by your friend—' 
But has this friend nor eye nor heart I 
May he not feel the cruel dart 
Which soon or late all mortals feel ? 
M^y he not, with too tender zeal. 



AN EWGU8H PADLOCK. 277 



Gi7« the fair prisoner caqse to see 
How much he wishes she were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendship too severe. 
Which chain him to a hated trust. 
Which make him wretched, to be just ? 
And may not she, this darling she, 
Youthftil and healthy, flesh and blood, 
Easy with him, ill us'd by thee, 
Allow this logic to be good ? 

Sir ! will your ^estions never end ? 
I trust to neither spy nor friend. 
In short, I keep her from the sight 
Of ev'ry human face. — She'll write. 
From pen and paper slie*s debarr'd^— 
Has she a bodkin and a card ? 
She'll prick her mind. — ^She will, you say ; 
But how shall she that mind convey 1 
I keep her in one room ; I lock it; 
The key (look here) is in this pocket. 
The key-hole, is that left ? Most certain. 
She'll thrust her letter thro' — Sir Martiu \ 

Dear angry friend, what must be done I 
Is there no way ? — ^There is but one, 
Send her abroad, and let her see 
That all this mingled mass which ihe, 
Being forbidden longs to know. 
Is a dull farce, and empty show, 
Towder, and po«ket-glatis, and beau ; 



} 
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A staple of romanice and lies, 

False tears and real perjuries ; 

Where sighs and looks are bought and sold, 

And love is made but to be told ; 

Where the fat bawd and lavish heir 

The spoils of ruin'd beauty share. 

And yooth, seducM from friends and fame^ 

Must give up age to want and shame. 

Let her behold the frantic scene. 

The women wretched, false the men ; 

And when, these certain ills to shun. 

She would to thy embraces run, 

Receive her with es^tended arms ; 

Seem more delighted with her charms ; 

Wait on her to the Park and play ; 

Put. on good humor, make her gay 3 

iPe to her virtues very kind ; 

Be to her faults a little blind : 

Let all her ways be unconfin*d. 

And clap your Padlock — on her mind. 

"A REASONABLE AFFLICTIOy. 

' On his death-bed poor Lubin lies. 

His spouse is in despair : 
With frequent sobs and mutual cries 

They both express their care. 
A different cause, says Parson Sly, 

The samp effect jpay give: 
Poor Lubin fears that he shall die. 

His wife that he may live. 



A REASONikBLE APFLICTION. l7d 

ANOTHER. 

From her own native France, as old Alison past,' 
She reproached Engplish Nell with neglect or 
with malice, 

That the slattern had left, in the harrj and haste. 
Her lady's complexion and eyebrows at Calais. 



ANOTHER. 

XI ER ejebrow-box one morning: lost j 
(The best of folks are oft'nest crost) 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny said, 
(Her careless but affli<ited maid) 
Put me to bed, then, wretched Jane t 
Alas 1 when shall I rise again ? 
1 can behold no mortal now« 
For irhat*s an eye without a brow f 



ON THE SAMB SURJECT. 

Iff a dark comer of the house 

Poor Helen sits, and sobs, and cries ; 

She will not see her loving spouse. 
Nor her more dear Piquet allies ; 

Unless she finds her eyebrows. 
She'll e'en weep out her eyes. 



ISO WUCELLAirxOIU POXMI. 

ON THE SAME. 

Hrxxtt was juait ilipt into bed. 

Her eyebrows on the toilette lay, 
jkway the kitten with them fled, 

Ai fee» belonging to her prey. 
For this misfortune, careless Jaiie, 

Assure yourself was loudly rated. 
And Madam, getting up again. 

With her own hand the mouse-trap baited. 
On little things, as sages write, 

Depends our human joy or sorrow ; 
If we don't catch a mease to-night, 

Alas ! no eyebrows for to*morrow. 



A TRITE MAID. 

^ o, no ! for my virginity, 
W lieu 1 loose that, says Rose, Til die. 
Behind the elms, last night* cry*d Dick, 
Kose ! were you not eiKtremely sick ? 



ANOTHER. 

1 KK months after Florimel happenM to wed, 
And was brought, in a laughable manner, to-bed, 
>he, warbled her groans with so charming a voice, 
Ibat one half of the parish was stunn'd with tfcf 



A mciLt. ISl 

Bnty when Florimel deign'd to lie privately fii, 
Ten months 1>efoTe the and her spouse irere a-kin. 
She chose with snch pmdence her pangs to conceal. 
That hernurse^nay her midwife» scarce heard her 
once squeal. [lives, 

Learn, Hushaads, from hence, for the peace of jour 
That maids make not half so much tumult as wivet. 



A DUTCH PROVERB. 

Fire, water, woman, are man's ruin 

Sajs wise Professor Yander Briiin. 

By flames a house I hir'd was lost, 

Last year, and I must pay the cost. 

This spring the rains o'erflow'd my ground, 

And my'hest Flanders mare was drownM. 

A slave I am to Clara's eyes ; 

The gipsy knows her poVr and flies^ 

Fire, water, woman, are my ruin. 

And great thy wisdom, Yander Bruin. 



A SIMILE. 

Obar Thomas, didst thou never pop 
Thy head into a tinman's shop ? 
There, Thomas, didst thou never set 
('Tis but by way of Simile) 

PRIOR. VOL. II. R 



1^2 MUCSW^mtlli POEMS. 



A Aqviml §9fMi bif Ji<ll« rate 
In jumping rmwd a roUipi^ cai^e, 
The cafs, m eitl>er eMfB "tnni'^ 9p« 
Strikins a rise of belli n-t^y ?-^ 

Ifof'd Id the orb, pleas'd va^ the ^mei. 
The fo^liib creatvre tbjakf he cUMt9 i 
Bttt here pr thei«t tuni veod f»r vipe. 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with those nerry blades 
That frisk it under Pindns* shades. 
Id noble songt end lofty odes, 
The J tread op stars, and talk with Gods ; 
Still dancing in an airy round. 
Still pleas'd with their own verses' sound; 
Brouifht back, how fast soe'er thejr |^, 
Always aspiring, always low. 



A FLOWER. 

PAIVTED BT smOlf TA1t£L9T. 

\t HEH fam'd Tarelst this little wonder drew, 
Flora vQUchsafd the growing work to view : 
Finding the paintef 's science at a stand. 
The Goddess snatch'd the ftoidl from bis baoi. 
And, finishing the piece, she, smBiog, said. 
Behold one work of mine that ne'er ^all fad«. 



A cam; stated. 

I. 

N^ovr how thai] 1 do with my love and itijr ptide. 

Dear Dick , give me couDse], if friendship has wnj ? 
Pr'jthee purge, or let blood, siirljr Richard replj'd. 

And forget the coquette in the arms of jrour Nan- ' 

ir. [ny. 

While I pleaded with passion how taadlk IdeserT^dy 

Foi; the pains and the torments for more thaa ft 
year, 
She look^d in an almanack, whence she obier? 'd. 

That it wanted a fortnight to Bartbol^iMw fair* 

III. 
Mgr Cowley and Waller how vainly I quote, [eje ; 

While my negligent judge only hears with her 
Id a long flaxen wig and embroider^ new coat. 

Her spark, say^ig notbing, talks better than !• 

A FABLE. 

' '• ' ' I ■ 1 1 I II ... ■ I III. 1 111-^ 

Personam traviciam turte vuiyta videiat, 
O quanta speciesi inquit, cerebriim non habet. 

FHADR. 



1 HE fox an actor's visard found 
And peet'd, and felt, atid tumM it roundy 
Then threw it in oootenipt awaj^ 
And thw old PfafiBdras heard him say t 
What noble part oaast thou sustain^ 
Thott flfeciovfi head withont ft braiol 

r2 
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A CRITICAL MOMBirr. 

Howcapriciont wereNatureand ArttopoorXel) ? 
She wai painting her cheeke at the tiine her nose 
fell. 

FORMA BONUM FRAGILE. 

TruAT a frail thiof^ it beaut j, layi Bar6ii le Craw, 
FerceiviDg his mistress had one eye of i^lass: 

And scarcelj had he spoke it, 
When ihe, more confus'd, as more angrj she ^rew, 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true i 

She dropp'd the eye and broke it. 



QUID SIT FUTURUM CRAS FUGB 
QUARERB. 

Foft what to-morrow shall disclose 
May spoil what you to-night propose i 
Bngland may change or Chloe stray ; 
loTe and life are for to-day. 



HER RIGHT NAMB. 

As Nancy at her toilette sat. 
Admiring this, and blaming thftt. 
Tell me, she said, but tell me true» 
The nymph who could your heart anbdne. 



I 
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Wbat lort of channs dots tbe potMM } 
Absolve me, fair one, 1*11 confen 
With pleasure, I replj'd : Her hair. 
In rinfl^leti, rather dark than fair, 
0oes down her ir'ry bosom roll. 
And, hiding, half adorns the whole* 
In h«r hiffh forehead's fair half ronM 
LoTe sits in open triumph crown'd i 
He in the dimple of her chin. 
In private state, hy friends is seen. 
Her ejt* are neither blaok nor graj. 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray; 
Their dubious lustre seems to show 
Sometting that speaks nor Yes nor No* 
Her lips no liTing bMrd, I weet, 
If aj saj how red, how round, how swtet x 
Old Bomer only could indite 
Theyr vagrant grace and soft delight : . 
The J stand recorded in his book. 
When Helen smil*d and Hebe spoke — 
The f ipsj, turning to her glass. 
Too plainly show'd she knew the face i 
And which am I most like, she said. 
Your Chloe or jonr N«t*l»oim ttaidi 



&$ 
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VFON PLATING AT OMBRB 



wm TWO ULpil 

I mmow that Fortme Ion; Ium wanted si^ht, 
Aad therefore paidoa'd when ibe did nor right; 
Ant jet till then it never did appear 
That, n the wanted ejes, she oonld not hear. 
1 hcgf *d that tlie would give me leave to lote 
A thing she does not oommonlj refuse. 
Two matadoies are oat against my came. 
Yet still I play* and still my lock's the same : 
Unoonqiier'd in three suits it does remain. 
Whereas I only ask in one to gain : 
Tet she still contCBdicting gifts imparts. 
And gives soooeM in ev'ry suit — bat Hearts. 



EIHSRATEH ON T^RBE SIDES OF AN 

ANTIQUE LAMP, 

GhfCH by me to Lord Hdrk^. 

MJiT* PRioa. 

Antiquam banc lampadem 
£ M nseo ColUertino allatam, 
Domino Harleo inter Kitfuiyiat sua 
Repooendam D. D. Matthaeus Prior. 

* This lamp which Prior to his Harley gave, 

* Brought from the altar of the Cjprian dame, 
' Indulgent Time, thro' future ages save, 

' Before the Muse to bun with purer flame !* 



ON A COLVUS tS HAUTEAD CHURCH. ] 87 

Speme dilectam Yj^qctjIs saeellumy 
Sanctitns, lanipas, tibi munus orno : 
I fore caslo vigil Harleia&as 

Igne camcenas. 



ENGRAYEN ON A COLUMN IN THE CHUACH OV 

HALSTKAD IN ESSEX, 

THE SPIRE OF WHICH, BORNT DOWN BY JLIGHTNING, 

fTas rebuilt at the expence qfMr* 5. Fishy 1717. 

V lEw not this ipire by measure given' 

To buikiiogs rais'd by common hands : 
That fabric rises high as heav*n. 

Whose basis on devotion stands. 
While jet we draw this vital breath. 

We can our faith and hope declare ; 
But charity, beyond our death,' 

Will ever in our works appear. 
Best he be call'd among good men 

Who to his God this column rais'd ; 
Tho' lightning strike the dome again, 

The man who built it shall be prais'd. 
Yet spires and tow'rs in dust shall lie. 

The weak efforts of human pain», 
And Faith and Hope themselves shall dif| 

While deathless Charity remains* 
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VOR THB 

PLAN OF A FOraTAllf , 

OW WHICH n THE 

.mollis OF THB <jyra« om a triumphai. arch, 

THE FIGURE Of THE 
Xnra OP MARLBOROUGH BEHBATH, 
Jndtt.chU/ri^s of He ^Idr^^'^^^' 

Ye actire Sfrcam. ! where'er ymrf «t«i itow, 
Let diataot dime, and furthest natioBa know 
\^ hat jc fromThamea andDanubehaveheoi taajw. 
Bow Anne commaaded, and how MarlbrdfoHjnt- 

* Qnecunqoe flBtemo properatw> flumina lapsoi 

* Divisis late terris, popalisque remotis 

* Dicite, nam vobis TamUis narravit ct Istcr, 

« Anna i|uid |mperiis potuit, quid Marlbnrua aifflis. 



AN EPITAPH, 



Stct quicimque votet potens 

Aul« colmine lubrlco, &c. SBKlCA. 



Ikterr^d beneath this marble stone 
Lie saant'rine Jack and idle Joan, 



AN BPITAPI. IS9 

While rolling threescore years and one 
Did roood this globe their courses ma : 
If human things went ill or well. 
If changing empires rose or fell, 
The morning past, the evening came, 
And found this couple still the same* 
They walk'd, and ate, good folks i what then ? 
Why, then they walk'd and ate again. 
They soundly slept the night away; 
They did just nothing all the day : 
And haying bury*d children four. 
Would not take pains to try for more. 
Nor sister either had, nor brother; 
They seem'd just tally'd for each other. 

Their moral and economy 
Most perfectly they made agree % 
Each virtue kept its proper bound. 
Nor trespass'd on the other's ground. 
Nor fame nor censure they regarded ) 
They neither punish'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the footmen did i 
Her maids she neither prais'd nor chid s 
So ev'ry servant took his course, 
And bad at first, they all grew worse. 
Slothful disorder fill'd his stable, 
And sluttish plenty deek'd her table. 
Their beer was strong i their wine was Portf 
Their meal was large; their grace was short. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat 
Just when it grew not fit to eat. 



188 nacmuMWow roi 



VOR TRB 

PLAN OF A FOraTAlM, 

OW WHICH n THE 

BPPIOIISS OP THE QUBBN ON A TRIUMPHAL A&CB; 

THE FIGURE Of THE 

DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH BEHTBATH, 

And tb0 chief rimers of the vmrU rMUulihe xvhoU vourk. 

Ye acthre Streams ! where'er jtnt waten flow, 
Let diataot climei and farthest natioDS know 
W hat je frooiiThaiiies andDaoube hare been taa|;fata 
How Anne oommanded, and how Marlbrd foiight. 

* Qu0BCunque eetemo propetatis, flumina lapsn, 

* DivistB late terris, populisque remotis 

* Dicite, nam Tobis Tamisis narrarit et Ister, 

( Anna quid |mperiis potuit, quid Marlboros armis.' 



AN EPITAPH. 



Stet quiciraque volet potens 

Aulas cQlmine lubcico, &c. SENECA. 



Ii«TEiiR*o beneath this marble stone 
Lie saunt'rioj; Jack and idle Joan, 



AN BPITAPI. ]99 

While rolling threescore years and one 
Did ronnd this globe their courses mn : 
If human things went ill or well» 
If changing empires rose or fell, 
The morning past, the evening came, 
And found this couple still the same* 
The J walked, and ate, good folks i what then? 
Why, then they walk'd and ate agaiu. 
They soundly slept the night away; 
They did just nothfaig all the day : 
And haying bury*d children four, 
Would not take pains to try for more. 
Nor sister either had, nor brother; 
They seem'd just tally*d for each other. 

Their moral and economy 
Most perfectly they made agree; 
Each virtue kept its proper bound. 
Nor trespass'd on the other's ground. 
Nor fame nor censure they regarded ; 
They neither punish'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the footmen did ; 
Her maids she neither praisM nor chid ; 
So ev'ry servant took his course, 
And bad at first, they all grew worscy 
Slothful disorder fill'd his stable. 
And sluttish plenty deek'd her table. 
Their beer was strong ; their wine was Port; 
Their meal was large; their grace was short. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat 
Just when it grew not fit to eat. 
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VOR TRB 

PLAN OF A FOUNTAIM» 

ON WHICH IS THE 

BPnOIJSS OP THE QUEEN ON A TRIUMPHAL A&CB; 
f 

THE FIGURE Of THE 

DUKE OP MARLBOROUGH BENKATH, 

And the thief rimers pf ike %awld mttd the 'whole mark, 

X E actrve Streams ! where'er jonf waters flow, 
Lot distant climes aod farthest nations know 
Vi hat je fromThames andDanube have been taoffatt 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlbr6 fought. 

* Quaeconque astemo properatis, flumina lapsu, 

* Divisis late terris, populisque remotis 

* Dicite, nam yobis Tamisis narrayit et Ister, 

* Anna quid imperils potuit, quid Marlbnms aimis.' 
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Stct quicunque votet potens 

Aulas cnlinine lubrlco, &c. SEKBCA. 



Interred beneath this marble stone 
Lie iaunt'rioj; Jack and idle Joan, 



AV BPITAra* IS9 

While rolliD^ threescore yean and one 
Did ronod this globe their coursei mn : 
If human things went ill or well» 
If changing empires rose or fell, 
The morning past, the evening came, 
And found this couple still the same. 
Thej walk'd, and ate, good folks i what then? 
Why, then they walk'd and ate again. 
They soundly slept the night away; 
They did just nothfaig all the day : 
And haying bury'd children four. 
Would not take pains to try for more. 
Nor sister either had, nor brother; 
They teem'd just tallyM for each other. 

Their moral and economy 
Most perfectly they made agree; 
Each virtue kept its proper bound. 
Nor trespass'd on the other's ground. 
Nor fame nor censure they regarded ; 
They neither punish'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the footmen did ; 
Her maids she neither prais'd nor chid ; 
So ev'ry servant took his course, 
And bad at first, they all grew worse. 
Slothful disorder fill'd his stable, 
And sluttish plenty deek'd her table. 
Their beer was strong ; their wine was Port; 
Their meal was large; their grace was short* 
They gave the poor the remnant meat 
Just when it grew not fit to eat. 
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